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Everywhere you go, by day or night, your Victory Necktie 
(also called Blackout) will attract attention, envy, and 
admiration. Imagine its beauty by day — the fighting 
man’s . . . “V” for Victory, in striking red, and white on 
rich dark blue background! And at night the Victory 
Code in flaming beauty! Wear this tic with pride — it’s 
smart, wririkleproof — and holds its shape perfectly. A su- 
perb bargain in quality, with the added sensational magic 
of glowing in the dark. Send for yours now! 


S GLOW IN THE DARK NECKTIE CO. ' 

I 207 N. MICHIGAN AVE., DEPT. 801 

1 CHICAGO I. ILLINOIS 

■ Rush me my Victory Necktie that glows in the dark. 1 will 

2 pay postman BSc plus postage with your positive assurance I 
j will he deliglited or return tie for full refund. 

I It you want us to send you 8 Glowing Neckties lor $2.7B 

• clieck here Q 
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Y es, Mr. (or Miss) Bookkeeper, you can 
become an accountant and make real 
money. 

And you don’t need to take the long drudg- 
ery way of learning on the job — day by day 
—a little now and a little then. 

Instead you can take a shorter cut to ac- 
countancy success — a shorter cut that will 
give you accountancy training and fit you for 
more money and a better job in a compara- 
tively short time. 

The demand for accountants is great. You 
need only scan the “Help Wanted” columns 
to prove this for yourself. And while the de- 
mand is increasing, the shortage of capable 
accountants is becoming more acute. 

Taxes — Social Security, the Withholding 
Tax, Victory Tax — changes in plant struc- 
ture, the many and varied reports heads of 
business must have to know the status of their 
companies quickly and accurately, the many 
and varied reports which have to be made to 
government, rapid turnover of labor — 

All these and many more factors make the 
demand for competent accountants far exceed 
the supply — and promotion comes fast to the 
able man who knows the whys and wherefores 
of accountancy. c 

Under the LaSalle Problem Method you 
can acquire a thorough knowledge of Account- 
ancy — you can master its fundamental prin- 
ciples and become expert in the application of 
those principles. You learn by doing — and 
without losing any time from your present 
work. 



"I’m TIRED of being 
just a Bookkeeper 

/'m going to be an Accountant 
—and make REAL money*^ 


You train directly under the supervision of 
a competent staff of Certified Public Account- 
ants — and you can train as quickly or as 
slowly as you choose. 

Our 48-page booklet, “Accountancy, the 
Profession That Pays,” is FREE. It explains 
how we train you from the ground up — or 
from where you are now — according to your 
needs. The cost is low — terms easy. 

Send the coupon now. Don’t 

lay it aside and say you’ll send it Name 

later. It can be the means of 

your success — perhaps more Position 

money and a better job than 

you ever dreamed. At least it’s Address 

worth investigating. So send it 
now. 


LASALLE 

EXTENSION UNIVERSITY 


^Co 




l^OfreAponuence institution 

Dept. 5334.H Chicago 15 , III. 

I’d like to prepare for a good accounting job. Send me 
your free booklet and full details about your training. 
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Book-Length Novel 

The Greatest Adventure John Taine 8 

An astounding clue to the secret of evolution a sailor’s fantastic 
story of an unprecedented upheaval of ocean’s depths in the dreary 
wastes of mid-Antarctic and four set sail to solve the tantalizing 
riddle of mankind — or die! 

FHni magazine rights purchased from the author. 
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The Wendigo Algernon Blackwood 90 

"An amazingly potent tale horrible evidences of a vast forest 
daemon about which North Woods lumbermen whisper at evening. 

A marked triumph in craftsmanship." 

— H. P. Lovecraft. 

Published bg permission of B. P. Dutton d Co., Inc. 
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fresh Evereody Batteries 



.OWEKPUL little “Eveready” “"Mmi-Max” batteries 
make the armed forces 2-way radios practicable. The 
reason your dealer has none on his shelves today is that 
our entire production is now going to the armed forces. 


You, -personally, can save a soldier’s life by giving a pint 
of blood to the Red Cross. They -maintain Blood Donor 
Centers in 36 cities. Call for an appointment nowl 
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The words "Eveready” and "Mini~Max” are registered 
trade-marks of Natio-nal Carbon Company, Inc. 


The Readers’ Viewpoint 

Address comments to the Letter Editor, Famous Fantastic Mysteries, 
All-Fiction Field, Inc., 205 East 42nd St., New York 17, New York. 


CONGRATULATIONS FOR F.F.M. 

Dear Editor: 

Congratulations on your selection of “The 
Man Who Was Thursday" for the March issue. 
Tliis is a story definitely off the beaten path- 
and is a refreshing experiment for my favorite 
magazine. G. K. Chesterton is a name we don’t 
usually associate with our fantasy fiction, but 
this novel with its overtones of Cosmic fear 
certainly qualifies. The writing is high grade 
throughout and certainly anything that con- 
tributes to raising the literary quality of pulp 
fiction is welcome. I am heartily in accord with 
your new policy: among all the world’s great 
bizarre literature there is much that is out of 
print and practically impossible for the ordinary 
reader to obtain. With the cooperation of col- 
lectors a great 'many of these rare gems will 
now be made available to a grateful body of 
fantasy fans. 

I’m glad that more of Taine is soon to come. 
Please don’t overlook his “The Green Ray’’ or 
“Tlie Purple Sapphire.” 

To me, the “Ghost Pirates” lacked the terrific 
punch that was inescapable in reading "The 
Derelict.” However, all of Hodgson is first rate, 
so I am anxiously waiting for the appearance 
of “The House on the Borderland” and “The 
Night Land.” You are doing signal service to 
all of us in introducing Hodgson to the Amer- 
ican public. 

With the passing of A. Merritt we can now 
sadly say “They are both gone,” for Abraham 
Merritt and Howard Phillips Lovecraft were 
certainly the two Titans of fanUisy fiction in 
our generation. No other writer could match 
Merritt’s blend of breathless adventure and 
poetic fantasy, and no other writer could touch 
Lovecraft’s macabre blend of Poesque physical 
terror and dark, inter-stellar cosmic horror. 
Knowing that I will arouse a storm of protests, 
may I say that I rate “Dwellers in the Mirage” 
as Merritt’s greatest work, and “^Die Shadow 
Out of Time” as Lovecraft’s finest? Regarding 
the unfinished works of Abe Merritt, the only 
writers I can think of who are capable of giving 
them adequate competition are August Derleth 
and Clark Ashton Smith. What a dream it 
would be to have these two collaborate on 
bringing them forth to the world! 

Again, congratulations on your new policy 
and best wishes for a happy and prosperous 
New Year, 

Matthew H. Onderdonk. 

Delmar, N. Y. 

NEW POLICY OKAY 

Since I sent you list of books, there has been 
not a little ad<fition to my collection, and three 
of the titles you mentioned are now in my 


library. These are “The Earth Tube” by'Gawain 
Edwards, "Vizier of the Two-Homed Alexan- 
der” by Stockton, and “The Place Called 
Dagon” by Gorman. 

I see that you are going to use Taine’s “Great- 
est Adventure,” and I think it will be a popular 
item. It is very well written, too. "The au^or’s 
style does so much in making a tale attractive. 
The use of. this and of “The Man Who Was 
Thursday” to me justifies your policy of using 
only material not previously in magazines. I 
cannot concur with the many in your Reader’s 
Department who are asking magazine material 
be reprinted. There is so much that can be used 
that your readers have no chance of getting 
unless they chance on the book. Except that 
I wish F.FJM. came out more often (and that’s 
not a criticism, it’s a compliment!). I wouldn’t 
have you alter the magazine in any way. And 
what with paper shortage, and other war con- 
ditions, I suppose F.F.M. must remain quarterly 
imtil more normal times. 

Thyril L. Ladd. 

33 Cuyler Ave., 

Albany (2), N. Y. 

Editor’s Note: We are grcotly indebted to 
Mr. Ladd; “L. A. E.”; Mr. C. A. Brandt, jormer 
editor of Amazing Stories; H. C. Koenig; For- 
rest J. Ackerman; Matthew Onderdonk; Wal- 
ter Liebscher; Juliits Unger; A. Langley Searles, 
and the many other readers who have checked 
suggested lists and lent F.F.M. books that were 
difficult to find. 

HODGSON ADMIRER 

I’m not a new reader of your magazine, al- 
though this is my first letter to you. I first read 
the December ’42 issue, and I’ve been a steady 
reader ever since. B^ore I discovered your 
magazine, I about went nuts trying to fi^re 
out where I could get the old classics of fan- 
tasy. Then lo and behold, I discovered FJ'.M. 
and my worries were solved.- Then lo and be- 
hold, you went over to Popular Publications, 
went quarterly, and stopped publishing the old 
classics. 

Of course, you still publish classics, but how- 
ever hard, it is possible to get them in book 
form. I believe that Famous -Fantastic Mys- 
teries lost something that it can never recap- 
ture vmder its present policy when it stopped 
publishing the Munsey classics. 

Enough for that particular gripe. Here comes 
another one. The title, Fomoiis Fantastic Mys- 
teries. It’s just plain corny. It does not main- 
tain the standard that the contents set. When 
I first saw your mag on the stands, it was the 
issue that had the “Golden City” cover. “Some 

(Continued on page 116) 





GEE what a build/ 
Didn’t it toke a long 
time to get those muscles? 


Will You Let 
Me PROVE 
I Con Moke 
YOU o Weir iW/r/ 


LET ME START SHOWING YOU RESULTS LIKE THESE 



No gig! - ATLAS 
Makes Muscles Grow 

Fast / 




Here's What 0nlyJ5 Minutes a Day Can Do For You 


CHARLES 

ATLAS 

Awarded the 
title or <<The 
World's Uoet 
Perfectly De- 
veloped Uan’* 
in intematlonal 
contefit-ln com- 
petition with 
ALL men who 
would content 
to appear 
aeaintt him. 

This lo a re* 
cent photo of 
Charles Atlas 
showing how 
he looks today. 
This Is not a 
studio picture 
but an actiial 
untouched snap* 
shot. 


I DON’T care how old or young you are, 
or bow ashamed of your present physical 
condition you may be. If you can sim- 
ply raise your arm and flex It 1 can add 
SOLID AICTSCLE to your biceps — yes, on 
each arm — in double-qulcK tlmel Only IB 
minutes a day — right In your own bome-^ 
is all the time I ask of you I And tbere's 
no cost If 1 fall. 

I can broaden your shoulders, strength- 
en your back, develop your whole muscu- 


wlth. When you . have learned to de- 
velop your Stren^h through "Dvnamio 
Tenaitm" you can laugh at artlflcial 
muscle-makers. You simply utilize the 
DORMANT muscle-power in your own 
God- given body — ^wateb It Increase 
and multiply double-quick Into real 
solid MUSCLE. 

My method — "Dunamie Tentim " — 
will turn the trick for you. No theory 
—every exercise Is practical. And, 


lar system INSIDE and OUTSIDEI 1 can man, so easyl Spend only 15 minutes 


add Inches to your chest, give a vlse-Uke 
grip, make those legs of yours lithe and 
powerful. I can shoot new strength Into 
your old backbone, exercise those Inner 
organs, help you cram your body so full 
of pep, vigor and red-blooded vitality that 
you won't feel there’s even "standing 
room’’ left for weakness and that lazy 
feeling! Before I get through with you 
I’ll have your whole frame "measured” to 
a nice, new. beautiful suit of muscle! 

What's My Secret? 

"Dynamic Teruionl’’ That’s the ticket! 
The Identical natural method that I my- 
self developed to change my body from the 
scrawny, sldnny-chested weakling 1 was at 
17 to my present supei-man physique! 
Thousands of other fellows are becoming 
marvelous physical specimens — my way. I 
give you no gadgets or contraptions to fool 


a day in your own home. From the 
very start you’ll be using m> 
method of “Dvnamie Tenaitm" 
almost unconsciously every min- . ^ 
ute of the day — walking, bend- z C 
Ing over, etc. — to BUILD MUS- ■ 1] 
CLE and VITALITY. ■ 
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FREE BOOK 

“Everlaatlng Health and 
Strength" 

In It I talk to you in atralght- 
from • the - shoulder language. 
Packed with Inspirational pic- 
tures of myself and pupils— fel- 
lows who became KEW MEN In 
strength, my wav. Let me show 
you what x - helped THEM do. 
SCO what I can do for YQUl For 
a real thrill, send for thla book 
today, AT ONCE. CHARLES^ 
ATIoAS. Dept. 63B, 116 East 

23nl Si.. New York 10, N. T. 


CHARLES ATLAS, Dept. 83E, 
us East 23fd St.. New York 10. N. Y. 

I want the proof that your system of "Dgnotnie 
Tenalm" will help make a New Mon of mo — give mo » 
healthy, husky body and bis muscular development. 
Send me your free book, ’’Everlasting Health and 
Strength.” 


(Please print or write plainly) 


City State. 
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By 

John Taine 

CHAPTER I 

BIRD OR REPTILE? 

U ndoubtedly dt. Eric tane was a 
man to be envied. With ordinary 
luck he might yet look forward to 
thirty-five years of the keenest pleasure 
a highly intelligent and healthy man can 
experience, the discovery of natural laws 
and their application to the good of his 
fellow men. 

Although today was his fortieth birth- 
day he felt not a day over eighteen. He 
smiled as the thought occurred to him, for 
it reminded him of his daughter Edith. 
She was just the age that he felt. 

. “We’re a pair of kids,” he laughed, look- 
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Greatest Adventure 


ing fondly at the white and gold porcelain 
image of a sleepy tomcat, which she had 
deposited on his worktable as a birthday 
offering. Their appreciation of cats was 
but one among scores of likings which 
they shared in perfect understanding. 
Edith’s gift of sympathy no doubt was 
responsible for her father’s continued 
widowerhood. Not once in the ten years 
since his wife’s death had Dr. Lane 
thought of marrying. His wife had been 
like Edith, quick to understand when he 
left the thought but half expressed, and 
tactfully willing to let him think in silence 
for days when the mood was on him. Her 




The eight-mile beach 
was a gigantic refuse 
heap of monstrous. 


oil-soaked carcasses! 


First Magazine Rights purchased 
from the author. 






10 FAMOUS FANTASTIC MYSTERIES 

early death had broken him for a year or chance,” Edith protested, “could he have 


two, but with Edith and his work to live 
for he had gradually taken a grip on 
himself and set his face to the future. 

“I wonder what she Is doing," he mused, 
dwelling affectionately on the sleepy cat 
of her offering. As if In answer to his un- 
spoken thought the study door opened 
noiselessly two inches. An appraising 
brown eye took in the situation. 

“Come in," he called. “I'm not work- 
ing.” 

Edith Joined him by the worktable with 
its litter of microscopes and queer looking 
specimens pallid in their neatly stoppered 
alcohol jars. 

"Do you know,” he said, “it sometimes 
scares me a little?” 

“What scares you, dear?” she queried, 
for once at a loss. 

“Why,, that I do have everything I 
want.” 

“Well, why shouldn't you? Surely you 
have earned it.” 

“So have thousands of other men. Yet 
they have nothing while I have every- 
thing.” 

“Oh,” she laughed, “it isn't so bad as 
all that. You are not a billionaire. Nor do 
you want the whole earth as some of the 
others do, and cry when they can’t get it.” 

“Still,” he persisted, “there are thou- 
sands of men as able as I am who slave all 
their lives and have nothing but a bare 
living to show for all their labor.” 

yp] STROLLED over to the French wih- 
•Jn dows and stood gazing absently at the 
clear spring beauty of San Francisco Bay. 
With all the world to choose from he had 
selected this spot as his abiding place, 
high upon Telegraph Hill overlooking San 
Franclso and the whole sublime sweep of 
the harbor. Often he would stand at this 
window for an hour at a time, lost in 
thought, only half consciously watching 
the swift white ferry boats rounding Goat 
Island with the clock-like precision of 
mechanical toys. The warm spring breeze 
rustling the leaves of the young eucalyptus 
by the open window brought him back to 
the present and his surroundings. 

“Yes,” he continued, “there is young 
Drake, for instance, twenty-nine and as 
poor as a crow. When I was his age I had 
been a millionaire several times over for 
almost six years. Yet Drake has a fun- 
damentally better mind than I have. He 
simply did not have my chance. That is 
all.” 

“But suppose he had been given your 


“No,” her father replied thoughtfully. 
“There’s not a grain of business sense in 
him. Still, for all that, I maintain that his 
head is better than mine.” 

“Then' why doesn’t he use it?” There 
was just a tinge of scorn in Edith’s re- 
tort. Her father glanced up at her face in 
surprise. 

“I thought you and Drake were great 
pals,” he said. 

“We are,” she admitted readily enough. 
“But the sheer futility of his everlasting 
inscriptions rather gets on my nerves. I 
do wish he would turn his brains to some- 
thing less trivial.” 

“How do you know his work is so use- 
less?” the Doctor parried. 

“Oh, if you are going to begin one of 
your scientific attacks on me,” she laughed, 
“I’ll retire at once to my humble comer. 
I’m routed. But can’t you see,” she pro- 
tested earnestly, “that all his deciphering 
of outlandish Inscriptions cannot make ah 
atom of difference, one way or the other, 
to human beings today? What does it mat- 
ter how a half-civilized race, extinct cen- 
turies ago, predicted eclipses of the moon? 
Will it make life more endurable for any 
human being to know how those dead and 
forgotten people disposed of their corpses?” 

“Perhaps,” the Doctor hazarded with a 
smile, “you would prefer to see our young 
friend Drake turning his unique talents to 
the unsolved problem of Infant colics?” 

“It would be more useful,” she flashed. 

"It isn’t, angel child,” he admitted. “You 
must look at life in a broader way. The- 
conquest of disease and the discovery of 
the origin of life are not even half the 
problem. As the old fellows used to say, 
the whole is one, and you can’t change 
the smallest part in any place without al- 
tering the entire fabric everywhere. Drake’s 
Bolivian hieroglyphics are just as vital 
a part of science as are the obscure fish 
parasites that I mess with in the -hope of 
learning something about cancer. And I 
shouldn’t wonder,” he concluded half seri- 
ously, “if some day Drake’s work gives us 
a clue to the central problem.” 

“And shows us what life is?” she laughed. 
“When it does. I’ll eat that.” 

She pointed to a particularly loathsome 
reptile in a glass' jar. It was one of the 
Doctor’s favorites, as the tumor to which 
it had succumbed appeared to be some- 
thing unique in the history of disease. 

With a last smile she was gone as noise- 
lessly as she had come. She had her work, 



THE GREATEST ADVENTURE 


and the Doctor his. Her morning would be 
begun in a short conference with the 
Chinese servants, short because both she 
and they were efficient and wasted no 
words. Then she might work for an hour 
or two among her flowers in the English 
garden which was her pride, before settling 
down to the serious business of the day. 
This consisted of systematic reading di- 
rected by her father. At her own request 
he had mapped out a course of study and 
experiment which would enable her to 
understand something of what he was at- 
tempting to do. For two hours every even- 
ing a young doctor just from the Uni- 
versity eked out his meagre practice help- 
ing her over the rough places in the day’s 
work. In this way she made rapid and 
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let the memories of a busy lifetime stream 
through his mind and out to the future 
with all its promise of many great things 
to be. 

Ever since his school days he had been 
bitten by the ambition to trace life to its 
secret source and lay bare its mystery. 
To create life, or at least to control and 
direct it when once created, that was the 
great problem. Then, when he had begun 
to learn something of systematic biology, 
he had seen the utter hopelessness of a 
direct attack. Wasting no time he had 
turned his energies elsewhere, to humbler 
things, in order that he might, if lucky, 
surprise the enemy unaware. For he re- 
alized that a wholesale creation of a fully 
living organism by artificial means was 


An astounding clue to the secret of evolution ... a sailor^s 
fantastic story of an unprecedented upheaval of ocean’s 
depths in the dreary wastes of mid-Antarctic . . . and four 
set sail to solve the tantalizing riddle for mankind—or die! 


substantial progress. She never bothered 
her father with difficulties that any com- 
petent teacher could set right. 

D uring the sunny part of the day she 
studied under the pepper trees by the 
gate, to be ready to receive and pay the 
Italian and Japanese fishermen who 
brought the curiosities of their catches to 
her father. All up and down the Pacific 
Coast, and even to Hawaii and far-off 
Japan, Dr. Lane of San Francisco was a 
celebrity among the fishermen and sailors. 
They knew him only distantly and imper- 
sonally as a deluded crank eager to pay 
one dollar apiece for curiously diseased 
and otherwise unsalable fish. For weird 
monstrosities from the deep-sea levels he 
had been known to give as high as ten dol- 
lars each. What he did with all these 
abominations they never inquired. Suffi- 
cient unto their ignorance was the price 
thereof. 

Left to himself the Doctor returned to 
the open window. Spring fever was upon 
him. Work and all its paraphernalia ap- 
peared as an insult to nature. Accordingly 
he yielded himself to the soft influences of 
the warm breeze and the flashing blue and 
silver glory of the bay. Standing there he 


probably centuries beyond the capabilities 
of science, and his was too high an intelli- 
gence to waste itself on unsolvable riddles. 
If in laborious investigations of lesser 
problems he might catch a glimpse of the 
goal he would be happy, provided only that 
his search was not otherwise fruitless and 
bore abundant good to humanity in the 
alleviation of pain and preventable misery. 
But he would not waste his gifts on crass 
impossibilities. 

His course at first had been hard and in- 
direct. Forced by poverty to work his way 
through school and college, he had come 
early to a wisdom far beyond his years. 
With absolute clarity he had seen that 
freedom from worry over money matters 
is the first essential for genuinely creative 
scientific work. While constantly harassed 
by poverty he had been powerless to con- 
centrate his abilities on any problem worth 
the solving. He therefore decided in his 
second college year to swerve aside tem- 
porarily from his ambition and make 
money. To the regret of his instructors he 
abruptly threw up the study of medicine 
and changed over to geology. 

The new science was congenial. At many 
points it touched the past story of life if 
not the present. Putting every ounce of 
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brain and energy into the work, he mas^ 
tered the geology of coal and oil forma- 
tions and graduated easily at the top of 
his class. 

He was now twenty. The day after 
graduation he shipped as a coal passer on 
a steamer bound for China. Arrived there, 
ignorant though he was of the language, 
he disappeared into the interior. 

His subsequent career is one of the 
classics of mining engineering. In eighteen 
months he had located one of the richest 
anthracite fields in the history of coal. 
Moreover he had obtained from the Chi- 
nese government certain concessions 
which, if worked, would make him one of 
the hundred richest white men in the 
world. All he had to do was to stay on the 
ground and let his prize develop. Capital 
would come almost unasked. 

I T WAS here that he showed the stuff he 
was made of. Instead of degenerating 
into a money-making machine he placed 
all his rights in the hands of an English 
company. Within six weeks he had sold 
out for ten million dollars cash all of his 
Interest which, if nursed with ordinary 
business acumen, would have netted him a 
hundred million before he died. But he 
had no time to squander in making money. 
The most precious years of his life were 
slipping through his hands, and he was 
still but half educated for the work he 
had set himself. 

While Idling about Shanghai waiting to 
close up his business he met and married 
the English girl who for eight years made 
him a fiawlessly happy man. 

Having invested his fortune in govern- 
ment bonds he forgot it and proceeded 
with his wife to Vienna to finish his medi- 
cal education. That accomplished, he left 
his wife and infant daughter with his 
mother, and took a year’s holiday with 
half a dozen friends exploring the south- 
ernmost extremity of Patagonia in a fossil 
hunting expedition. 

The fossils aroused his purely biological 
interests. On returning to civilization he 
again went with his wife to Europe. There 
he specialized for two years in the great 
centres of pure biology. At twenty-seven, 
on returning to America, he felt himself 
fitted to begin useful work. 

Resolutely putting from his mind the 
fantastic hope of discovering the origin of 
life, he concentrated his powers on the dif- 
ficult problems of cell growth. Thus gradu- 
ally and naturally was he led to the study 
of cancer, on which he had now been en- 


gaged for about ten years, publishing little 
but learning much. If only In a negative 
way. Always, subconsciously, at the back 
of his mind loomed up the greater prob- 
lem. In his reading and in his experi- 
mental investigations he let slip no chance 
of following out the slightest clue. These 
excursions into the unpractical sometimes 
cost him weeks of precious time. Yet he 
never regretted them, for the least profit- 
able yielded two or three definite facts 
worth the having. 

With singular detachment he had kept 
his mind free from speculative theories. 
He followed neither Driesch nor Loeb. To 
him vitalism and mechanism, as judged by 
their positive achievements, were equally 
impotent to describe life. One side philoso- 
phized without experiment, while the 
other, experimenting blindly without rea- 
son, contented itself with a vague refer- 
ence to electricity as the probable source 
of all living phenomena. Profound tech- 
nicalities like the intriguing “polarity” and 
“heliotropism” that seemed to the un- 
thinking to “explain” so much while in 
fact they explained nothing but their au- 
thors’ taste in names, left him cold. All 
this might be the first step, but surely it 
was no more. With the rapidly chan^ng 
fashions in science and the influx of men 
of genius into biology, ten years might see 
polarity displaced by some newer fetish 
equally noncommittal. In the meantime 
he would remain neutral. 

The door opened softly and Edith ap- 
peared. 

“Oh,” she said, “you’re not working. I’ll 
bring him up, then.” 

“Bring who up?” 

But Edith had vanished. Presently she 
reappeared, ushering in a gray-bearded 
stranger, evidently a seafarer. The new- 
comer carried a tar-soaked box about four 
feet long and ten inches square. 

“This is Captain Anderson,” she said. 
“He insisted on showing you what he has 
brought himself.” 

“Pleased to meet you. Captain,” said the 
Doctor, advancing to shake hands with his 
visitor. “Won’t you sit down?” 

“After you have seen what’s in here.” 

Captain Anderson produced a huge clasp 
knife and proceeded methodically to pry 
off the lid of his long box. As he worked 
crystals of rock salt spilled out oyer the 
table and floor. 'The mess seemed to trou- 
ble him not at all. Evidently he had great 
faith in the soothing efficacy of his pickled 
monster, whatever it might be. 

At last the cover was off and the closely 
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packed salt invitingly ready to be scooped 
out by the handful. The Captain used both 
hands. Then, reaching in, he got the de- 
ceased monstrosity by what had been its 
neck, gave it a vigorous shake to free it 
from the last crystals of salt, and asked 
complacently: 

“Isn’t he a little peach?” 

Edith, case-hardened as she was to mon- 
strosities, could not repress a gasp and a 
shudder of repulsion. Lane looked parar 
lyzed. 

“Good Lord,” he exclaimed, “what is it? 
Bird or reptile?” 

T he Doctor and Edith stood dumb be- 
fore Captain Anderson's dried monster. 
Its elaborate hideousness, unlike that of 
any living thing, held them with a perverse 
fascination. Neither bird, reptile nor fish, 
it was an incredible mongrel of all three. 
The serpent-like, heavily scaled belly con- 
tradicted. the bat-like wings with their 
short, bristly feathers; while the exagger- 
ated beak, crammed full of cruel yellow 
teeth, revealed by the hard backward snarl 
of the horny lips, refuted the monstrosity’s 
claims to be considered a bird. Flattened 
against its withered flanks were two lizard 
hands armed with ugly claws, to one of 
which still adhered the dried scales of the 
last fish the creature had devoured. 

A skeptic at first glance would have de- 
clared the creature an impossible fraud 
perpetrated by some over-imaginative 
sailor in his misused leisure. But Dr. Lane, 
also at the first glance, thought he knew 
better. 

“It’s only a baby of its kind,” he said. 
‘"The parents have been dead millions of 
years. This is the one perfect specimen in 
existence.” The Doctor thought he knew 
what he was talking about. 

“Then there are others like it?” Captain 
Anderson asked, somewhat crestfallen. 

“No, only their fossilized bones and the 
impressions of a few feathers in the rocks 
that were mud when these things flew. 
The most perfect impression was found in 
a mine in Bulgaria about four years ago. 
But it was only a mark on the stone — not 
a shadow to this beauty. Where on earth 
did you get it?” 

“In the south Polar seas.” 

“Frozen into the ice?” the Doctor haz- 
arded. He recalled instantly the reputed 
discoveries of long extinct mastodons in 
Alaska, Northern Siberia and elsewhere, 
their meat as fresh as on the day the 
giants were trapped on the ice floes hun- 
dreds of centuries ago. 


“No,” the Captain replied. “This thing 
was still warm when we picked it up. It 
could not have been dead more than fif- 
teen minutes.” 

“But how on earth — ” 

“First let me asdc you one or two ques- 
tions. What is it?” 

“I don’t know,” the Doctor confessed 
doubtfully. “At first I thought it might be 
the missing link between the reptiles and 
the birds — a half-way creature something 
like a pterodactyl and not quite an ar- 
chaeopterix. The last is the ancestor of all 
the birds. We know only its fossil remains. 
Then I thought — ^but, here see for your- 
self.” 

Dr. Lane strode over to the bookshelves 
and selected a large green portfolio. “Put 
your beast on the table and compare it 
with this,” he said, exhibiting a photo- 
graphic reproduction of the famous Bul- 
garian fossil. “Now, isn’t yours like this?” 

“In the main, yes. But that snake-bird 
in the mud had no scales on its belly,” the 
Captain objected. 

“So much the better for yours. Either 
this is a forefather of the known reptilian 
ancestor of the birds or it is a distinctly 
new species.” 

“Now for my second question,” the Cap- 
tain continued. “What is this thing 
worth?” 

“That depends upon whom you ask to 
buy it. A fishmonger down the street 
might give you ten cents for it as a curi- 
osity. Then again the American Museum 
of Natural History woxdd offer you, I im- 
agine, whatever it could afford. For this 
specimen is priceless.” 

“Very well. I’m only an ex-mining en- 
gineer and an old whaler. I know next 
to nothing about such things and must 
take your word for the value of this. Now, 
my last question. How much will you give 
me for it?” 

Dr. Lane hesitated, but only for a second. 

“Nothing,” he replied. 

“Then that’s settled,” the Captain re- 
torted, restoring his despised monstrosity 
to its cofUn. 

“Hold on a minute. Captain. By itself 
your wonderful find is of little or no value 
to me. I care only for diseased things. 
This is perfectly sound. A museum is the 
proper place for it after the right men 
have worked out its anatomy in detail. 
When I said that I would give you nothing 
for it I meant what I said. But I will give 
you a considerable sum if you take me to 
the exact spot where you found this things 
as you said, still warm.” 
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T he Captain desisted in his efforts to 
scoop up all the salt spilled in his first 
exuberant haste. 

"When you say a considerable sum what 
do you mean?” 

“Name what you think right and I’ll see.” 
“Ten thousand dollars?” 

“It is not too much. I would offer even 
more imder certain conditions.” 

“For instance?” 

“That you could show me where to find 
a living specimen like this one you found 
so recently dead. Can you do that?” 

“Let me be aboveboard with you from 
the beginning, Dr. Lane. I can’t.” 

“Why not?” 

“Because we picked this up in the sea 
a hundred and twenty miles from the 
nearest land.” 

“It had fallen into the water from ex- 
haustion and been drowned?” 

“I guess not. In fact I know that it never 
flew the hundred and twenty miles from 
the land. For I saw it roll up from below 
directly imder the stern of our ship.” 

“Did it leap out like a salmon? If so that 
was a queer performance for a creature 
built like this.” 

“No, it boiled out, dead as a dummy.” 
The doctor regarded the grizzled whale 
pirate with rather more than a touch of 
suspicion. 

“If I had not seen this thing with my 
own eyes,” he remarked, “I should dis- 
believe your whole story.” 

“You haven’t heard it yet,” the Captain 
dryly rejoined. “Before I tell it will you 
agree either to pay me ten thousand for 
it or to keep still about it after I leave this 
house?” 

“That’s fair enough. I agree.” 

“Now, Dr. Lane,” he continued with a 
change in tone, "as I said in the beginning 
I want this whole business to be open and 
aboveboard. So I should like you to know 
that one of the main reasons for my trou- 
bling you at all is the fact that you are a 
rich man with barrels of money to spend 
on your hobbies. I have known of you for 
years. They still talk of your big coal 
strike oyer in China. Now a man who 
knows as "much as you do about coal should 
be able to appreciate the value of oil.” 

“To a certain extent,” the Doctor smiled. 
“I have sense enough to let wUdcatting 
alone.” 

“I haven’t. And that, in a word, is why 
I’m here. Unless I can persuade you for 
once to invest heavily In oil I shall have 
to take my queer fish elsewhere.” 

“Perhaps I can afford to throw ten thou- 


sand dollars down your oil well to feed the 
fish at the bottom. Go ahead and see if 
you can sell me.” 

“Then here goes. Don’t call me a liar 
until I’ve finished. I shall tell you only 
enough to let you see for yourself whether 
you want to come in or stay out and forget 
all about me and my queer fowl. 

“I was educated as a mining engineer, 
but gave up my profession to follow the 
sea. For the past twenty years I have been 
master and part owner of a whaling vessel. 

“About eighteen months ago, having 
cleaned up for the season, we started 
north. We were in the South Polar Seas, 
to the east of Cape Horn and considerably 
south. That is, a close enough description 
of our position for the present. The near- 
est coastline of thie Antarctic continent lay 
about a hundred and twenty miles south- 
east of us. ’The season, though^ well ad- 
vanced, was extraordinarily mild and open. 
For eight days we had sighted no ice. 

“One night shortly before eleven I was 
awakened by a peculiar Jarring of the 
whole ship. It iasted fully forty seconds. 
The mate and the man at the wheel also 
felt it. Like me they could make nothing 
of it till daylight. Then we guessed. For 
the water was a peculiar milky green as if , 
muddied by finely powdered chalk. Therti 
had evidently been a submarine earth-J 
quake and a volcanic eruption on the 
ocean floor during the night. All that 
morning the water grew milkier and 
milkier. By noon it was the color of a 
dirty river and as sluggish as molasses. 

“Suddenly, about two o’clock in the 
afternoon, the whole surface of the water 
began to boil up in huge bubbles like a 
cauldron of hot porridge. The ship rat- 
tled and clattered as if it were being shak- 
en to bits. The men, of course, acted like a 
•pack of panic-stricken idiots. Discipline 
went to the devil. That Jool of a mate’s 
account of what probably was happening 
a mile or two beneath us drove them clean 
crazy. Then I took a fist in things and 
knocked some sense into their silly heads. 

“But for the infernal boiling there was 
a dead calm. It was shortly after three 
o’clock that the first great bubble of black 
oil burst with a gurgling plop half over 
the decks. Inside of ten minutes the sea 
was a heaving blanket of heavy black oil 
three feet thick. If only we had been a 
fleet of tankers with pumping gear we 
could have made our fortunes within a 
radius of half a mile. Sheer to the. horizon 
the whole sea was a dance of sleek black 
bubbles as big as. whales. 
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"About five o’clock the oily mess began 
to boil more furiously. Our decks were one 
black slop from stem to stern. Then with- 
out warning a great gusher of sticky brown 
tar burst right under our bows and shot 
roaring straight up a hundred and fifty 
feet above our masts in a tumbling spout. 

"We had banked our fires at the begin- 
ning of the row. Otherwise we should have 
been ablaze in a sea of fire hours before. 
Now the filthy brown tar began streaming 
down our funnels to the boilers. There was 
only one thing to do, stuck there as we 
were, and we did it, half smothered in the 
sticky brown mess. Somehow or another 
we got the funnels capped with tarpaulins. 
There we rocked and rattled in that boil- 
ing filth till dark, unable to get up steam 
and dodge the worst of it, stuck fast under 
that slapping deluge of brown muck. 

ttTVITGHT came down slowly. Except for 
the eruption of oil and tar, and the 
queer deaduess of the air, the last hours of 
that rotten day were like those of any 
other open weather twilight in the South 
Polar Seas. Just as it began to get too 
dusky to see clearly that beastly tar spout 
gave a mumbling gulp and dropped down 
into the pitch as dead as a stone. 


That was the end of it.- 

"We thought our troubles were over. 
And so they were in a way. I sent the mate 
below to kick the men up to swab the 
decks. The sea was still boiling violently 
when be left. I was alone on deck when 
the next nightmare, and the jumpiest of 
all, leapt from the sea.” 

Captain Anderson paused for a moment 
in his narrative, seeking the right words 
to convince his curious audience of his 
veracity. 

"The mate had just disappeared,” he re- 
sumed, "when a terrific jar, as if the ship 
were being hit with a hundred battering 
rams, warned me that the devil was about 
to break loose. And he did. A huge chunk 
of black rock — the size of the Baptist 
Church down the street — shot from the 
heaving oil about a hundred yards east of 
the ship, whizzed clear over us in a crazy 
curve, and sent up a whooping splash of 
black muck as it dived that nearly 
swamped us. If that chunk had been 
aimed a trifle lower I shouldn’t be here 
now. 

"Well, that was only the first of them. 
At intervals of half a mile to a mile apart 
the whole sputtering mess of black oil be- 
gan to spit up the floor of the sea in bunks 
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of black rock as big as city hotels. None time to develop his photographic rubbish. 


of them broke loose or hit closer to the 
ship than half a mile. The first was our 
one close call. 

“That fool of a mate got the men on 
deck just when the show was at its best. 
They let out one yell and ducked back to 
their holes in the forecastle. The idiots 
missed a sight they’ll never get another 
chance of seeing, for in five minutes that 
particular row was over. Either there was 
nothing left on the bottom of the sea to 
be thrown up, or sufficient vents had been 
torn in the floor for what was to come 
next. It came with a gurgling, oily rush. 

“Before it happened, however, the black 
oil suddenly stopped heaving. No more 
bubbles rose. Evidently the intermittent 
supply of oil from below had given place 
to slow, even gushers. The surface of the 
oil became almost flat with the whirling 
ends of stream lines spinning up and 
twisting out everywhere. It looked just 
like a gigantic black millrace, gnarled over 
like the water of a river half a mile below 
a high fall. 

“The mate and I are the only witnesses 
of what seethed up through the crawling 
oil. The only human witnesses, I mean. 
For if our pickled friend in the salt there 
could speak he might spin us a good yarn. 
He came up in that slow, churning motion 
of the pitch, one of thousands like him, 
and one small fry in a stew of huge beasts 
whose horny ugliness made him and his 
bigger sisters look like rosy June brides. 

“AU the three hundred foot nightmares 
of our dragon-riddeii fairy-tale days boiled 
lazily up in that infernal black stew. Liz- 
ards as big as small trains with grinning 
mouths jammed, full of six-inch teeth 
rolled over and over in the swashing oil 
as dead as Trojans, and huge armor plated, 
four-legged brutes the size of locomotives 
twirled round and round belly up in the 
twilight. Some of them had been split 
wide open, and their insides, black with 
oil, steamed and smoked like slaughter 
houses. Smaller beasts in thousands, and 
a thick scum of broken insects, littered the 
crawling oil between the slowly plunging 
carcasses of the big fellows. 

“The mate is a fussy man given to foot- 
ling hobbies. Photography is his messiest. 
He now dived below to fetch up his camera. 
Any fool could have told the idiot there 
was no use trying to get a snapshot in that 
light. But he kept at it like a mule and 
wasted five dollars’ worth of films. He 
found out what an extravagant fool he had 
been about three weeks later when he got 


“His idiocy gave me an idea. Nobody 
would believe our unsupported story. So 
I took a line and fished up this freak.’’ He 
indicated the bird-reptile in fts box. “I 
should have liked one of the big lizard 
brutes, but that we had no room to stow 
it on deck. And anyway the light was 
about gone.” 

“You said, Captain,” Dr. Lane -began, 
“that your catch was evidently just dead 
when you hauled it in. How do you know?” 

“Because I stuck my knife into its neck 
to make sure. Thick warm blood oozed out. 
Here, I’ll show you the place.” 

Once more he exhibited his scaly, feath- 
ered monster. It was as he had said. There 
was plainly visible on the left side of the 
neck a deep gash. 

iiTT’S a queer fish and a queerer story,” 

A Edith remarked, with a glance of dis- 
taste at the poor pickled monster. 

Dr. Lane agreed with his daughter’s 
estimate. 

“For all its strangeness,” he said, ‘T am 
inclined to take a chance. Captain An- 
derson, I will back your oil stock to the ex- 
tent of ten thousand dollars, on one con- 
dition. You must take me to the^exa^ 
spot where you picked up this wonOT||^| 
creature. Mind, I am not swallowing yoff 
yarn whole. It is just poMlble that in your 
excitement you saw things that weren’t 
there. The light, according to your own 
statement, was about gone.” 

“But the mate?” Captain Anderson pro- 
tested. “Was he crazy too?” 

“Possibly. Any psychologist will tell you 
that such things do happen frequently. 
Collective hallucination is the scientific 
name for such a state of affairs. Both you 
and he, I suppose, have seen pictures, .or 
restorations, of extinct animals like the 
ones you thought you saw boiling up 
through the oil — dinosaurs, huge lizards 
three hundred feet long, the ceratops, and 
the like? You, Captain, must have seen 
such things when you were studying min- 
ing engineering.” 

“I know I have,” the Captain admitted. 
“And the mate is such a hobby-ridden 
fool, always messing about libraries and 
reading rooms when he is ashore, that 
doubtless he’s in the same fix. For all that 
you can’t convince me that the whole 
thing was a nightmare. I saw it.” 

“Did any of the men see it too?” Edith 
asked. “Next morning, I mean.” 

“Not the main part of the show. All 
the heavy brutes had sunk. Nothing but 
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the scum of broken insects floated through 
the night.” 

“It sounds queer,” was Edith’s frank 
comment. 

“Indeed it does, Captain,” her father 
agreed. “Now this is my guess. You found 
this bird-reptile right enough, for here it 
is. I don’t think,” he said a smile, 
“that even I can explain it away to your 
satisfaction. What you took for thick warm 
blood oozing from the slash in its neck 
was nothing but brown tar.” 

“Well, suppose it was,” the Captain re- 
torted. “What does that prove?” 

“Everything. And in a perfectly reason- 
able way. I accept the eruption of oil 
from beneath the sea floor as real. Your 
crew saw that?” 

The Captain nodded. 

“Very well, then, it’s all clear. First let 
me tell you about a somewhat similar state 
of affairs less than two hundred miles 
from here in Southern California. It Is 
at the famous asphalt and oil hole on the 
Rancho La Brea. Some years ago the geol- 
ogists from the University of California 
began digging out of the oily ooze all man- 
ner of bones and other remains of extinct 
animals — skulls of sabre tooth tigers that 
haven’t lived In this part of the world for 
tbc" past hundred thousand years, and 
many others equally interesting. 

“The explanation of these remains • is 
quite simple. Ages ago drinking pools of 
rainwater collected on the sticky surface 
of the oily ooze. The prehistoric beasts, 
not knowing the danger, picked their way 
out to drink. On trying to return to solid 
ground they quickly mired themselves like 
flies on tanglefoot. Now is it likely that in 
an entire continent of tar holes this one 
at La Brea should be unique as an animal 
trap?” 

“So you believe my reptile or whatever 
he is was thrown up from some prehistoric 
asphalt hole buried under the floor of the 
Antarctic Ocean?” 

“Undoubtedly, Captain.” 

The Captain grinned behind his gray 
beard. “A thoroughly scientific theory no 
doubt. Doctor. As such it does you credit. 
According to you my reptile should be full 
of brown tar, not dried blood and other 
stuff. Suppose you cut him open and see.” 

“That’s a practical test,” the Doctor as- 
sented, rising to get his implements. “If he 
has anything inside him besides pitch, like 
a badly cured mummy. I’ll double my 
offer.” 

“Then you might as well hand me your 
check for twenty thousand now. I’ll equal 


your offer. If you find nothing but mummy 
pudding inside I’ll let you have my yarn 
for the stuffing.” 

The Doctor did not reply immediately. 
He wa.s too busy making his incision where 
it would do the least damage to the ap- 
pearance of the specimen. Presently he 
drew up with a gasp of astonishment. 

"Why,” he exclaimed, ‘It's as fresh as a 
newly pickled salmon.” 

“Of course it is. I packed it in salt the 
minute the mate had finished washing it 
off with rum and turpentine.” 

“Great Scott what a find! Edith, bring 
me the largest of those Jars about a third 
full of alcohol. This beats me. The thing 
must have been miraculously preserved for 
ages. My offer stands. Captain. Take me 
to the place where you found this and the 
twenty thousand Is yours the day we 
start.” 

“You will raise that to fifty thousand 
when I tell you the rest,” the Captain 
prophesied confidently. 

“Have you more specimens?” 

"No, but I have a round gross of first- 
class photographs.” 

"But you said the mate’s pictures were 
a failure.” 

“Se they were that time. He had better 
luck the next when I could boss him.” 

"Prehistoric animals?” 

“Something much better, unless I’m bad- 
ly off.” 

"Do go on,” Edith begged, “and tell us 
what else you found.” 

“In a moment. Shall I telephone the 
mate to bring up his pictures?” 

“Yes, do!” they exclaimed together, and 
Edith handed him the desk telephone. 

Having got his number Anderson asked 
if Ole Hansen were still about. The answer 
apparently was satisfactory, for Ole was 
asked to step to the telephone. 

“It’s all right. Ole,” the Captain shouted, 
as if his faithful mate were stUl in the 
vicinity of the South Pole. “The Doctor has 
swallowed it all so far, bait, hook and 
sinker. Bring the rest of the junk up here 
to his house. Get Christensen to show you 
the way. Jump on a street car and shake 
a leg.” 

CHAPTER n 

THE lUDDLS OF THH ROCKS 

T he diplomatic Woxig announced in 
faultless English that a gentleman by 
the name of Ole Hansen awaited the 
Doctor’s pleasure. 
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"Show him up, Wong.” 

Hansen entered, as red as a lobster and 
shaped like a brandy keg. 

"I’ve brought the photographs,” he anr 
nounced after the introductions. 

“Dump them on the table and let the 
Doctor see for himself. They need no ex- 
planation — ” 

"But,” Hansen expostulated, unburden- 
ing himself of his twelve dozen master- 
pieces, "I have a theory. If you will let 
me — ” 

“I won't, so don’t try.” 

Giving his Captain a red explosive look, 
Hansen sat on the safety valve and obeyed 
orders. Heaven only knows what clouds of 
theories he generated under the suppres- 
sion of all that superheated steam. A man 
of less robust build must have burst into 
a thousand hypotheses. The barrel-shaped 
Hansen merely sat and swelled and held his 
peace. 

Meanwhile Dr. Lane was devouring the 
photographs of the black rocks with fever- 
ish interest. Occasionally he passed one to 
Edith with a terse suggestion to "take a 
look at that.” Each picture was that of a 
smooth Jalack surface, in many cases badly 
fissured by the violence of the explosion 
which had disrupted the mass from its 
matrix, and densely incised with picto- 
grams. 

“Call up Drake,” the Doctor ordered be- 
fore he had worked half through the pile, 
“and tell him we have a puzzle here that 
makes the Bolivian Inscriptions look like 
A. B. C.” 

Edith reported that Drake would Join 
them Just as fast as his legs could possibly 
let him. 

“Captain Anderson,” the Doctor said, 
rising, “I’m in with you on this to the limit 
of my means. You can have the oil. 111 
take the rest. It’s worth more.” 

L ean, lanky, hatless, Drake arrived at 
the conference breathless and dis- 
heveled. 

Edith greeted him with applause and 
a peal of laughter. 

“Where did you leave your tie and socks, 
John?” 

Drake groaned. The telephone message 
had Interrupted the stream of his Mexican 
musings and here he was. Just as he had 
flung himself together. 

“Never mind, Drake,” the Doctor consoled 
him, "I’ll lend you things before dinner. In 
the meantime, here is something more im- 
portant.” 

He handed the ruffled young archaeolo- 


gist a pocket lens and one of Hansen’s 
photographs. With a nod of acknowledg- 
ment to Captain Anderson and the mate 
whom the Doctor introduced, Drake seated 
himself near the open window and peered 
through the lens at the photograph. 

The fifteen minute silence lengthened to 
twenty and the atmosphere of the study 
grew unpleasantly tense. Half an hour 
passed without a sound. At last Drake rose 
and handed back the picture to Dr. Lane. 

“Well, what do you make of it?” the Doc- 
tor demanded. 

"Do you want the truth?” 

"Of course.” 

"Very well. I do not wish to Insult either 
of your guests,” Drake began with anxious 
diffidence. "Especially as I have Just been 
introduced,” he added with an apprehen- 
sive glance at the compressed, husky 
Hansen. "However, you asked for the 
truth. I may as well let you have it before 
I know what parts precisely Mr. Hansen 
and Captain Anderson play in this affair. 
That photograph, in my opinion, is a clev- 
er fake.” 

“What!” the Captain exploded, bounding 
out of his chair. “You’re crazy. Tell him 
about it, Ole.” 

But the outraged Hansen was beyond co- 
herent speech. One of his round gross^.,^ 
masterpieces, ' and therefore the whoi^ 
twelve dozen, had been pronounced fraud- 
ulent by this herring-gutted young dude 
without a shirt to his back or a collar to 
his neck. 

“You’ll eat those words,” he spluttered in 
a turkey-cock fury. 

Drake, with roseate visions of an early 
martyrdom in the cause of Truth, stood 
his ground before the advancing barrel of 
high explosives. 

"Gentlemen!” the Doctor intervened 
sharply. "This isn’t the forecastle. Be 
seated, Mr. Hansen. Drake, remember 
where you are. I won’t have you making a 
prize ring out of my study. Sit down and 
explain yourself.” 

The bewildered Drake, by nature a paci- 
fist to the marrow of his bones, subsided 
into a chair. Hansen, with a few choice 
compliments in Norwegian, also sat. Cap- 
tain Anderson opened the attack. 

"You’re dead wrong, Mr. Drake. As a 
man of common-sense, would you suppose 
it likely that any fakir has money enough 
-^to manufacture a hundred and forty-four 
frauds weighing fifty to five hundred tons 
apiece? You wouldn’t, eh? Well, neither 
would I. You’ve only seen the picture of 
one. Show him the rest, Dr. Lane.” 



19 


THE GREATEST ADVENTURE 


Retiring once more with his glass to the 
window, Drake made a rapid inspection of 
the entire series of photographs. After the 
first few his frankly skeptical expression 
changed rapidly to bewilderment and 
finally to intense interest. Beginning again 
with the first he ran more slowly through 
the series, selecting fourteen of the pic- 
tures for further consideration. 

“Well,” said the Captain, “what do you 
make of them now?” 

like most specialists Drake saw his be- 
loved hobby in everything. 

“Pictograms,” he announced Incisively. 

“Real or fake?” Hansen demanded with 
a red scowl. 

“Real, I should say.” 

“What significance, if any, have they?” 
the Doctor inquired. 

“That I don’t know. In fact this is a 
problem that may well take fifty years or 
a century to solve.” 

“I have a theory — ” Hansen began, but 
the rade Captain nipped it cruelly in the 
bud. 

“Bother your theory!” he snapped. “Let 
us hear what Mr. Drake has to say.” 

“Perhaps,” Drake hesitated, “if you told 
me where these pictures were taken I 
might be able to form a more Intelligent 
pinion.” 

'“No,” the Doctor objected, “we want an 
expert’s unbiased estimate. Mr. Drake,” he 
continued, “is probably the best man in 
the world for our purpose. Whatever he 
decides will be worth learning and abso- 
lutely without prejudice. Go ahead, Mr. 
Drake. Take your time.” 

Drake picked up the fourteen pictures 
which he had selected from the pile. 

“These,” he said, “seem to go together. 
They are parts, I judge, of some much 
larger inscription. The rest of the pic- 
tures seem to be dislocated, but a close 
examination would be necessary before 
reaching a definite conclusion. I feel cer- 
tain, however, of one very curious fact. 
Two widely separated ages of art are rep- 
resented in this entire series. This feature 
is extremely puzzling for one peculiarity. 
Any archaeologist will tell you that two 
such periods of art are never of equal 
brilliance. Yet these pictograms, in respect 
of artistic excellence, are all on a par — 
and a very high one at that. Now these,” 
he continued, exhibiting the fourteen, 
“are not by any means nearly the whole 
of their story. They are nothing more than 
disjointed fragments. Yet they are the one 
evidence of some sort of continuity in the 
whole lot. On them, if at all, we must base 


our attempt at a final decipherment.” 

“I told you we should have spent a week 
looking for the rest,” Captain Anderson 
bellowed at the indignant Hansen. “Why 
did you drag me back to the ship?” 

“It was you who got as fussy as an old 
woman and dragged me back,” Ole re- 
torted, swelling ominously. “I knew we 
hadn’t enough — ” 

“Oh, well. Go on, Mr. Drake.” 

66 AS I was saying,” Drake resumed, 
“these fourteen hang together. But 
they are evidently not by any means the 
whole story. However they are enough to 
show that there must be some consistent 
scheme running through the lot. Whether 
I shall be able to unravel the tangle is an- 
other question. At present I doubt whether 
the inscr'^.i)ns are more than mere pic- 
ture win-cing. If so, what meaning are we 
to give all these excellent representations, 
literaUy by the thousands, of impossible 
monsters?” 

“Not so impossible as you think,” Lane 
objected. “Had your education been less 
lopsided you would recognize many of 
these monsters as first-class and highly 
probable restorations of extinct animals. 
They are life-like to an amazing degree.” 

“I must disagree with you,” Drake re- 
plied. “In a way I can appreciate the ob- 
vious fact that these pictured monsters 
are vividly life-like, although I never saw 
anything resembling them. But in a more 
significant sense they are strikingly arti- 
ficial and. If I may make a rough hypothe- 
sis, intentionally so. The people who cut 
these rows upon rows of pictures into the 
rocks must have been In a' highly advanced 
state of civilization. The very perfection 
of the art was the chief thing that made 
me suspicious at first. Our own stone-cut- 
ters with all their modern appliance's coifid 
do no better today. Now is it not at least 
curious, I ask you, that artists capable of 
such excellent work should deliberately go 
out of their way to cast an air of unlife- 
llke unreality over certain aspects of their 
art? I shall not attempt at present to sup- 
port my contention that the art is inten- 
tionally fantastic. The evidence is here; 
examine it for yourselves. Again, another 
circumstance roused my suspicions at once. 
There is a complete absence of any attempt 
to represent the human figure. How are 
we to explain this? I confess I don’t know. 
Such a lack is unheard of in the art of any 
known race.” 

“Would you expect to find portraits of 

human beings in a treatise, say> on crabs?” 
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“Yes,” Hansen promptly and unexpect- 
ed replied, with a hard stare at the Cap- 
tain. 

“I see your point, Doctor,” Drake ad- 
mitted. “Yet what race of human beings 
would go to all this trouble to cut into 
hard stone a work on prehistoric animals 
— as you say these are — ^when paper and 
printer’s ink are so cheap?” 

“Suppose printing hadn’t been invented 
when these inscriptions were cut into the 
rocks?” 

“Your hypothesis is fantastic. What — ” 

"I have a theory—” Hansen interrupted 
with desperate eagerness, but the Captain 
squashed it. 

“Ole!” 

“Since Drake is all at sea,” the Doctor 
smiled, “perhaps it would be as well to 
hear what Mr. Hansen has to say." 

“All right, Ole. Get it ofiP your chest 
and don’t take till next Sunday.” 

“It’s like this,” Ole began, rising to give 
his utterance all the impressiveness of his 
rotund authority. “I agree with Dr. Lane 
and therefore disagree with Mr. Drake. 
Those pictures are life-like. They are life 
itself! And now I tell you why. 

“Two years ago in the Sailors’ Free 
Reading Room at Rio de Janeiro I saw a 
book with pictures of extinct animals from 
some French and Spanish caves. Now who 
made those pictures? The damn fool who 
found them?” 

“Ole!” 

“All right, Captain. I forgot the lady. 
No, the d . . ., the fool I mean, who found 
those pictures did not make them. He had 
not brains enough, not what you call the 
artistic genius, to draw like that. Nobody 
any longer has so much genius. Those 
pictures were made by men who had never 
seen what you call modern art. They were 
too good, too much like nature, only bet- 
ter — if you know what I mean. Did the 
great Michael Angelo ever paint a herd of 
wild buffaloes?- No. Michael Angelo only 
painted flocks of big she angels out of his 
head. Then came Rubenstein. Did he — ” 

“It’s getting late. Ole. Cut Out the wild 
asses and the encyclopaedia and come to 
your theory.” 

“I am arriving. Captain. Therefore, I 
say, those long extinct buffaloes were 
drawn by men who had seen buffaloes, who 
had lived with them en famille as the 
French say. And therefore It follows in 
the same way,” he concluded with a geo- 
metrical flower of rhetoric culled from his 
gourmand reading, “the men who cut the 
pictures of those monstrous animals into 


the rocks lived with them. They drew their 
likeness from nature. For these animals 
are life-like, they are almost alive! Did 
those forgotten geniuses delay their mas- 
terpieces for Gutenberg? No. 'They needed 
no printing presses In their business. 
Which was to be proved, was it not?” 

“Preposterous,” I^ake remarked as Ole, 
with a self-conscious bow, resumed his 
creaking chair. 

“Is it?” the Doctor asked quizzically. 
“Precisely why is Mr. Hansen’s theory ab- 
surd?” 

“Because it would put the art of a mil- 
lion years before the Stone Age on a higher 
level than that of the Twentieth Century,” 

66rpHE point is, Drake,” the doctor con- 
A tinned, “that you know as little of 
what was art in prehistoric times as do I. 
Why, it is less than thirty years since you 
archaeological chaps were telling us that 
all real art began with the Greeks. Then 
they found those Stone Age cave paintings 
that Mr. Hansen has mentioned. Since 
then we haven't heard so much of ‘Greece, 
wonder-child of the Ages.’ You are open- 
minded enough' about your own stuff. Why 
can’t you imagine Hansen’s^photographs 
in the same spirit?” ' ^ 

“Never, At least not until I have^^ci^ 
phered them.” 

“Then go to it. That’s just what we want 
you to do.” 

“How can I make anything out of a bald 
catalogue of dead beasts? Why, I don’t 
even know their blessed names.” 

“Drake, you are deliberately playing the 
fool for some reason of your own. I believe 
you have guessed more than you admit.” 

“It is always best,” Drake generalized, 
“to know nothing at the beginning of an 
investigation. For then one is certain not 
to know less at the end.” 

“Do you see any sort of regularities run- 
ning through those fourteen you put 
aside?” the Doctor persisted. 

“Dozens of them.” 

“’That sounds encouraging. What, for in- 
stance?” 

“First, about five-eighths of the mon- 
sters have four legs each. Second, ap- 
proximately fifty-five per cent of them 
have no tails and the rest one apiece. 
Third, each of several has one eye by act- 
ual count, or two by Inference, the second 
being on the invisible side of the profile. 
Fourth — ” 

“You’re an ass,” the Doctor interrupted 
irritably. 

“Hear, hear, sir,” Ole agreed. 
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Drake grinned. ^“Did you ever try open- 
ing a live oyster with a toothpick? "V^en 
I have something definite I'll let you know. 
Until then Mr. Hansen no doubt will be 
glad to hatch out poetic theories for you.” 

“AH right,” Lane assented goodnatured- 
ly. "Only don’t spend ten years in finding 
out that all these inscriptions are nothing 
more exciting than a fossilized multiplica- 
tion table.” 

“Or a treatise on the integral calculus,” 
Ole gravely added. 

"Oh Lord,” said Drake, "do you know 
the name of that too? When do you find 
time to navigate your raft?” 

“He doesn't know half of what he gabs 
about,” Anderson explained. There was a 
distinct note of jealousy in the Captain’s 
voice. “If you think he’s a blazing genius 
it’s your own lookout.” 

“When I was in Boston two and a half 
years ago,” Ole volunteered h . propos of 
nothing, “I took an intelligence test. The 
psychologist said I was in the upper one 
per cent of the entire population of the 
United States.” 

"He lied,” said the Captain. 

“Now Captain, what about oil?” 

"Are you coming in?” 

"Yes, even if our friend Drake doesn’t 
succeed before he’s seventy in deciphering 
Mr. Hansen’s photographs. We shaU need 
a ship, I suppose.” 

"The old whaler will do.” 

“Not much ice, then, where we are go- 
ing?” 

“No more than she can buck. Pur trou- 
bles will begin on land.” 

“So I have guessed. Would an airplane 
be of any use? Amundsen is taking one 
with him on his North Polar expedition.” 

“Who would fly the beastly thing if we 
did take one along?” 

"Why not Drake? He’s young and there- 
fore teachable.” 

"Oh, let me learn too,” Edith begged. 
“You know how useless Drake is when any- 
thing goes wrong with his typewriter.” 

"Indeed?” said Drake, deeply mortified. 
He truly was as helpless as a baby before 
any machine more complicated than a 
monkey wrench. Rather pathetically he 
imagined himself a first-class amateur 
mechanic, for Edith always tactfully let 
him do the bossing while she did the tink- 
ering when his typewriter collapsed. 

The Doctor turned to Edith. “Who said 
you were coming with us, young lady?” 

“Nobody yet. But you were just going to 
invite me. Weren’t you, dear?” 

“What about it. Captain?” 


"It’s up to you. She’s not my daughter. 
If she can stand forty below zero she may 
enjoy the trip.” 

“I’m afraid not,” the Doctor said doubt- 
fully. “You do so hate the cold, Edith.” 

“Fiddlesticks! Captain Anderson said 
the water was warm. Anyway I’m younger 
than you are. If I’m unfit to go it will be 
suicide for you.” 

“Well, we’ll consider your case when the 
time comes.” 

Knowing that she had won, Edith sensi- 
bly said no more. 

“How long will it take us to get ready?” 
the Doctor asked. 

“About six months. You, Drake, and 
your daughter if she comes, must get 
thoroughly hardened before we start. Han- 
sen and I can see to overhauling the ship 
and laying in the necessary stores. We’re 
both old hands at the game.” 

"Where is your ship now?” 

“Drydock. Rio de Janeiro.” 

“What!” the Doctor exclaimed. "Do you 
mean to say you came clear to San Fran- 
cisco just to show me that reptile bird?" 

"Why not?” the Captain asked compla- 
cently. “I knew you would join us.” 

"Am I as easy as they told you I was?" 

“No, Doctor. You wouldn’t swallow a 
mermaid.” 

“Such is the bubble reputation, Edith, 
this comes of your collection of freaks. I 
wish you would adopt some less humiliat- 
ing form of charity in future,” 

“You haven’t believed my story of all 
those big beasts in the oil yet,” the Cap- 
tain reminded him soothingly. 

"No, and I’ll be hanged if I do until I 
see them with my own eyes. Well, I’m 
game. That thing in the box is real, any- 
way. You can telegraph the Rio de Ja- 
neiro dry-dock to give your ship a thor- 
ough overhauling. Fit up quarters some- 
where for a passenger or two.” 

“Ole and I saw to all that before we left.” 

"Easier and easier. Well, well. You are a 
surprising person.” This bit of information 
seemed almost to surprise him more than 
the captain’s strange tale. "It’s too late 
for lunch and too early for dinner. Will 
you have tea with us?” 

CHAPTER HI 
"BATTLES LONG AGO” 

S EVEN strenuous months of physical 
toughening lay behind Drake, Edith, 
and her father. They had lost no 
time In setting about their preDArations 
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for the hardships they knew were ahead. 

The day after the tea with Captain An- 
derson and the mate they were on their 
way to the Canadian Rockies. Before leav- 
ing, Dr. Lane gave the efficient Wong a 
sheaf of checks dated the first of each 
month for the next three years. With 
these Wong was to pay his own salary and 
keep the house In order. 

To his rage and stupefaction Drake was 
dragged kicking from his puzzles to become 
a hardened mountaineer. The Doctor was 
determined that the obstinate archaeolo- 
gist should accompany them to see with 
his own eyes the originals of Hansen’s 
photographs. Anderson and the mate left 
San Francisco the same afternoon to re- 
turn to Rio via Boston. 

The party of three had gone straight 
north to a fashionable resort in the heart 
of the Canadian Rockies. They planned to 
begin their training gradually. Arrived at 
the luxurious hotel, they hired guides and 
mapped out their program. Four hours’ 
mountain hiking a day for the first week, 
six the second, and so on up to fifteen, 
when they wo\ild be sufficiently seasoned 
to dispense with the guides. 

After twelve weeks of roughing it on 
the snowfields and glaciers of the Rockies 
the three went to Alaska for a more drastic 
-'CSufse of the same training. Little by 
little they accustomed themselves to scan- 
tier and scantier clothing, until by the end 
of their hardening they were clambering 
over ice and snow in howling blizzards 
with no clothing but a single loose overall 
garment of wool. The Doctor in his joy- 
ous enthusiasm was inclined to go farther, 
pointing out that if stark nakedness in 
the snow is the proper thing for consump- 
tive children, surely a breech clout in a 
blizzard should be sufficient for tough cam- 
paigners like themselves. But Edith would- 
n’t hear of it, although Drake seemed to 
entertain the suggestion favorably. 

And now all this, the hardship and the 
fun, lay behind them. That night they 
were sailing from Montreal for Rio de Ja- 
neiro, there to meet the rest of the expedlr 
tion and undergo their last training. They 
must learn to fly. Dr. Lane still believed 
that an airplane might prove the decisive 
factor in the success of their venture, al- 
though Captain Anderson, with an old 
sailor’s conservatism, belittled the idea and 
grudged the two months’ delay which it 
would cost. 

Ole, on the contrary, by letter and cable- 
gram, fairly gloated over the prospect. A 
mastery of flying would bring him many 


steps nearer the omniscience which was 
his ideal in this imperfect life. The Cap- 
tain’s letters reported him already a past 
master of the art of flying — on paper. He 
had even invented an improved type of 
flying machine which, according to the en- 
vious Anderson, resembled a wheelbarrow 
with wings. ’This masterpiece of Ole’s un- 
suspected mechanical genius was still in 
the chrysaloid stage of development, being 
as yet only one-third drawings and two- 
thirds pure theory. Still, all in all it justi- 
fied Ole’s high rating in the Boston intelli- 
gence tests. Anderson could never have 
done anything like it. 

Except for Drake’s alleged seasickness 
the voyage down to Rio de Janeiro was un- 
eventful. Drake had telegraphed from 
Vancouver to one of his antiquarian cro- 
nies to meet him in Montreal with half a 
ton of carefully selected books, for the 
most part profusely illustrated works on 
biology, geology and evolution. With these 
he shut himself up in his cabin, admitting 
only the stewards who reported him in the 
last stages of sea-sickness. Smelling a 
prosperous rat, Dr. Lane left the sufferer 
to his agonies and hopefully promenaded 
the decks or played quoits with Edith. 

On the morning of the last day of the 
voyage the doctor’s patience was rewarded. 
The invalid emerged from his cabin look- 
ing, as Edith informed him, as fresh as a 
young string bean. 

“I’m better,’’ Drake announced. 

“That’s good,” said the Doctor. “How 
are Hansen’s photographs?” 

Drake tried not to look pleased. He 
failed. His face broke into a grin. 

“Doing as well as could be expected, 
thank you,” he replied. 

“Have you deciphered them?” 

“If I say ‘yes’ you will pester me to death 
with questions: if I say ‘no’ you will set 
me down as a blockhead. So I shall evade 
the question by answering both yes and 
no. And that, as a matter of fact, is the 
exact state of aiflairs;” 

“I’ll give you a swift kick unless you 
come through with what you have found,” 
the Doctor snapped. “Come on; out with 
it.” 

“Before violence I am powerless. I am 
too proud to run away.” He became more 
serious. “You were right when you said 
my education was lopsided. A thorough 
knowledge of biology, geology, evolution 
and half a dozen tougher sciences is just 
what I lack now to read those fragments 
fully. I have been doing my weak best 
to make up the deficiency and learn some- 
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thing worth knowing. At present I can 
guess at the meaning of those fragments, 
but only through thick blankets of woolly 
ignorance. Unless I am clean off there is 
vastly more than can be read at a glance 
in those rows upon rows of prehistoric 
monsters. I don’t believe those inscriptions 
will ever be fully deciphered by any man 
who like me is an ignoramus on all the 
sciences connected with living things.” 

“You evidently have found more than 
you admit. Tell us what you know. If you 
need more science to go ahead I’ll give you 
all I have.” 

After a brief tussle with his antiquarian 
conscience Drake yielded. 

4il^IRST,” he began, “this sort of work 

J? is very deceptive. Take the case of 
the Etruscan writing for instance, or the 
Hlttite inscriptions if you prefer. Either 
one has been ‘read’ in half a dozen differ- 
ent ways. One man making perfect sense 
of a particular inscription says it is an 
extremely modest' account- of a marriage 
ceremony. His opponent and critic reads 
precisely the same signs as a detailed de- 
scription of the slaughter of forty bulls. 
Both can’t be right, unless of course the 
forty bulls are a poetic metaphor for the 
bridegroom. And so it goes; what one 
theorist reads as a beautiful prayer to the 
goddess of love another deciphers as a sim- 
ple recipe for lentil soup. Unless there are 
dates, numerals, or other mathematical 
signs that can be definitely checked 
against facts in such work it is all likely 
to be a mere reflection of the decipherer’s 
personality. So when a man says ‘forty 
bulls’ I know what to think of him.” 

“And you are afraid now,” Edith smiled, 
“of giving yourself away? Never mind. I’ll 
forget all the compromising parts.” 

“^I have nothing to be ashamed of in my 
private life,” he retorted, drawing him- 
self up like a stork. 

“That is what they all say when they 
begin to tell their dreams,’’ the Doctor 
laughed. “Then they are as mad as taran- 
tulas when they find they have given away 
the whole show. But go ahead; those 
beasts of yoxirs' are not all purely subjec- 
tive.” 

“That is where you are wrong. It is the 
ideal, the subjective part that matters in 
these particular Inscriptions. And that is 
precisely what I can’t decipher. ’The rest 
is easy enough. Superficially these four- 
teen inscriptions are fragments of the his- 
tory of a terrible war. It is the symbolism 
behind the bald account of battles and 


sieges that I can’t get at. It is like (me 
of those sentences that can be read in a 
dozen different ways to give good sense. 
The surface meaning seems perfecitly clear. 
Then when the sentence is read a second 
time another meaning begins to appear, 
and so on, until the whole shows up as a 
most ingeniously constructed cipher. 

“Consider, for example, the simple state- 
ment ‘It rained yesterday.’ Ordinarily we 
should think nothing of it. But suppose 
you were an intelligence officer in the army 
and you found one of your men sneaking 
over to the enemy with ‘It rained yester- 
day’ sewn into his left sock. You woffid 
ask for the code, wouldn’t you, before 
shooting him? 

“Well, so it is in my case. At first sight 
those inscriptions record only fragments of 
a hideous war. But only at first sight. 
The account of the war is consistent and 
thorough, even if it is appalling in its stark 
insanity. Intelligence, if I may say so with- 
out becoming ornamental, is dethroned. 
There never was another war like it, and 
there never will be again. For the fighting 
material has gone out of ^stence.” 

“Beast against beast?” the Doctor haz- 
arded. “No. Beast against intellect and 
intellect against beast. Only I can’t make 
out whose intellect it was or what, «actly, 
the beasts were. 

“That, however, is not my main diffi- 
culty. The whole story, I am convinced, is 
merely the symbol of the real conflict 
which those Inscriptions record. I have no 
definite knowledge that this is the case. 
Yet I feel it to be the absolute truth. Some 
terrific struggle has been disguised under 
the fairly straightforward account of a 
war unique in the history of the world. It 
is my guess that the real conflict was of 
so terrible a character that the survivors 
deliberately wrapped it up in a symbolism 
that may never be explained.” 

“What could have been their motive for 
recording this struggle at all if they took 
such pains to obscure its history?” 

“Can’t you see? Perhaps they guessed 
that some day a similar devil 'might break 
loose, and they left this hint of their own 
chaining of the fiend. They suppressed a 
plain history lest some idiot be tempted* to 
try again what had wrecked* them. Such 
things do happen. If it were not for the 
lofty patriotism of certain old men we 
younger fellows mig^t never have to face 
gas and other horrors never Intended for 
the destruction of life. The makers of 
those inscriptions decided to disguise the 
truth so that only beings as. InteUigent as 
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they themselves could decipher its mean- 
ing, This is only my theory, as our friend 
Hansen would say.” 

“Still,” the Doctor objected, “I fail to 
see in your theory why a record of the 
horror should have been left at all, even 
in the most obscure form. If they wished 
oblivion for it, surely the safest way would 
have been to leave no record, symbolic or 
otherwise.” 

“If that was their only anxiety, yes. But 
what if they wished to leave a warning 
to anyone intelligent enough to read and 
take it? Suppose, for the sake of argu- 
ment, they had discovered some secret 
of nature. And suppose that this very dis- 
covery undid them. Would they not wish 
to leave a caution to the next race of in- 
vestigators who might blunder through to 
the forbidden door?” 

“Your Imagination is running away with 
your brains, to say nothing of your tongue. 
What about the actual war that is record- 
ed?” 

“I’m feeing seasick again,” Drake pre- 
varicated, diving for his cabin. “Some 
other time.” 

And that was all they got out of him, 
for he locked his stateroom door. 

rpHEIR two busy months in Rio de 
-'"■^'Janeiro passed pleasantly enough. 
With .the help of a young lieutenant from 
the Brazilian navy one at least of the ad- 
venture seekers became an expert aviator. 
Possibly it was Edith’s striking beauty that 
caused the young officer to lavish his skill 


and patience upon perfecting her in those 
finer points of aviation which she probably 
would never use unless she became a 
stuntist at a county fair. It is at any rate 
certain that he took far less pains with 
the industrious Ole who, after one shock- 
ing misalliance with a top of a church, de- 
veloped into a safe and sane air navigator, 
largely self-taught. 

Captain Anderson gave it up immedi- 
ately after his first stomach raising flight 
with the daredevil lieutenant. He refused 
flatly to learn the knack of being seasick 
all over again. 

By the end of the first month in Rio 
Drake’s habits were ruined. He now had 
the whole of Hansen’s masterpieces in his 
room for study, one hundred and forty- 
four dumb tormentors of the reason. Al- 
though the heat was terrific, the long lean 
Drake seemed not to suffer. But his food 
did, intensely. Meals brought to his door 
remained outside until the porter devoured 
them with ghoulish glee or took them 
away for burial. At last, however, the sym- 
pathetic landlord concocted a villainous 
ration which was both meat and drink, 
and which could be downed at one gulp 
with a minimum of attention to details. 
Oysters and cream formed the basis of 
this ghastly diet to which rum and a dash 
of absinthe gave the finishing flavor. The 
intervening strata were a horrible mys- 
tery. A suspicious granulated blackness 
about the middle suggested caviare. This 
perhaps was confirmed at the curdled sur- 
face by the unmistakable odor of finely 
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Chopped garlic. The necessary balance of 
carbohydrates was supplied by a liberal 
admixture of brown sugar. A quart of this 
ambrosial hooch placed four times daily 
in his hand, with unlimited coffee “as 
black as the devil, as sweet as love and as 
hot as hell” in the Spanish phrase, kept 
the wolf from Drake’s vitals. 

Lane spent his nights aboard ship, while 
Edith danced till three in the morning 
with the amorous lieutenant under the 
perfunctory chaperonage of his aged 
mother. So Drake had a free hand to do 
what he liked with the twenty-four hours 
between dawn and dawn. He slept when 
sleep stole upon him from behind and 
overpowered him in his chair. If when ex- 
hausted he instinctively sought his bed 
he lay down without bothering to undress. 
Within four hours he was at his problem 
again. Refuting all theories of the hygien- 
ists he took no exercise whatever and re- 
mained in perfect health, as hard as a 
rock. After all, a busy mind is perhaps the 
perfect tonic and the best exerciser. 

Ole, gleaning daily bulletins from the 
landlord, developed an awed respect for 
this unprecedented young hatcher of theo- 
ries. That something huge and universal 
must at last leap forth from such an 
aeonial gestation he had not the slight- 
est doubt. On the morning of departure 
he led Drake aboard to his quarters on 
the old whaler — ^now cleansed and re- 
christened the Edith — with all the solici- 
tude he would have shown an expectant 
mother. 

The Edith slunk under her own steam 
from the grand harbor, rounded the point, 
and headed due south in the sparkling 
air, cleaving a sea of chrysoprase. Official- 
ly they were on a whaling expedition. 

The great adventure had begun, but 
what was to be its outcome not one soul 
aboard the silent ship had the slightest 
idea. They were headed due south for the 
undiscovered oilfields and for a stranger 
thing which, could they have foreseen it, 
they woiild not have wished to discover. 
It is in this unreasoning way that human 
beings are forever blundering into the 
mysteries of life. 

By Lane’s orders Drake was left to him- 
self. Hansen’s reports had impressed him, 
and he knew from experience the powerful 
drive of unbroken thought. 

A S the days flew over them like azure 
birds the breeze freshened and a 
knife-edged cold cut the unhardened 
members of the crew to the bones. The 


oldtimers and the well-seasoned begin- 
ners merely quickened their movements 
and went about their work with a new en- 
ergy. The greenhorns would soon get used 
to it. In the meantime they must stamp 
and swear and get on with it as best they 
could. 

The lightly ballasted Edith beginning 
to pitch and roll like a porpoise, the oys- 
ters, caviare and brown sugar of Drake’s 
orgy had their revenge. His abused stom- 
ach, protesting at the sound ship fare, re- 
jected honest salt horse with ineffable 
scorn. Edith forgot his inconstancy, par- 
doning him all his theories, and minis- 
\;ered to him like a white robed angel of 
forgiveness. His recovery was as sudden as 
his collapse. And with the return of his 
vigor and his temper — ^he had been as 
sweet as a consumptive curate during his 
prostration — he once more jilted Edith 
for his houri. 

“Let us go to the Captain’s cabin and 
talk over what we are to do,” he suggest- 
ed. “You bring your father and I’ll rout 
out Ole. This is the second mate's watch. 
They will all be off duty.” 

Seated comfortably round the red baize 
of the Captain’s table the five discussed 
their plans. Anderson and Lane had de- 
cided to head directly for the inlet which 
the Captain had discovered the moxning 
after the submarine eruption. They wMfr- 
then to steam up the inlet as far as possi- 
ble. Then they were to leave the ship in 
charge of Bronson, the second mate and a 
capable seaman, and travel inland by dog- 
team and sledges to the volcano whose 
smoke and flames Anderson and the mate 
had seen from the inlet. If practicable to 
use the airplane two of the party could 
return for it. 

The men under Bronson’s charge were 
to wait at the ship three months for the 
party to return. If at the end of that time 
they had heard nothing from the explor- 
ers they were to despatch a relief party 
to go in search. The organization of the 
■ relief had been planned to its last detail. 
Should circumstances so dictate Bronson 
would have only to carry out his written 
Instructions to the letter. 

Anderson had made only a rough guess 
as to the probable location of the oil which 
he expected to find. Although this first 
conjecture was founded on a theory of 
Ole’s the Captain refused to give him any 
credit. With a rare flash of common sense 
Ole had observed that since the heavy 
black smoke and ruddy pillar of flame 
which they had seen from the inlet looked 
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like burning oil, probably it was burning 
oil. 

The one stumbling block which this sen- 
sible hypothesis had to surmount was, as 
Lane pointed out, the Captain’s estimate 
of two hvmdred fifty to three hundred 
miles inland as the distance of the explo- 
sion which they had heard. It hardly 
seemed probable that an outburst of burn- 
ing oil could make itself heard and seen 
at such a distance. A volcanic eruption, 
on the other hand, easily might carry that 
far. Krakatoa, Katmal, Pelee and many 
others among the more famous eruptions 
had carried even farther. 

The Captain, however, would have none 
of Lane’s objections. "To him the mere 
vastness of an oilfield was no slur on its 
probability. The bigger the likelier was 
his theory. And staring up at the swing- 
ing kerosene lamp he beheld a beatific 
vision of stocks and shares floating like 
all the leaves of Vallombrosa- on an ocean 
of unlimited liability. 

L ANE was curiously reticent about what 
he expected to get out of the exposi- 
tion. Since that afternoon, now ten 
months ago, in his San Francisco study, he 
had not once alluded to the Captain’s tale 
of dead prehistoric monsters boiling up as 
^regh'^as life through a sea of pitch. If 
questioned he would have said that his 
judgment was suspended, as undoubtedly 
it was. The indubitable bird-reptile ob- 
stinately continued to exist as an awkward 
reality not yet satisfactorily explained 
away. 

On mature reflection he had abandoned 
his first theory that the reptilian bird had 
been preserved for ages like a sardine in 
oil. But he refrained from acquainting 
the Captain with his changed state of 
mind lest that imaginative ex-mining en- 
gineer and inventive whaler, should be 
moved to show what he really could do in 
the way of a yarn when put on his mettle. 
In the true scientific spirit the Doctor was 
resolved to wait further facts before aban- 
doning himself like Ole to seductive theo- 
ries. 

One sore spot in his memories hardened 
him in this decision. He had not yet for- 
given the Captain for assuming that he 
was a gullible enthusiast eager to swal- 
low the first mermaid with a cocoanut 
head dangled before his mouth. Above all, 
still holding the opinion that Drake was 
the greatest decipherer of his time, he 
wished to hear what the young archaeolo- 
gist had to report as to the outcome of his 


intense concentration on Hansen’s photo- 
graphs. Edith, with Drake’s permission, 
had revealed the secret of his vile temper 
in the Canadian Rockies. 

“Well,” said the Doctor, turning to 
Drake, “are you ready to open up yet?” 

“Have you a theory?” Ole blurted out. 

“Two,” Drake replied. 

“Two theories!” Ole rhapsodized. 
“Young man, you are a scientist. What 
are your theories?” 

“The first, and the one which I favor, 
is that I'm crazy.” 

“So impossible as all that?” the Doctor 
asked, raising his brows. 

“I told you in San Francisco it was im- 
possible,” the Captain asserted. “Now 
Drake is going to prove what I said. Walt 
till you see it with your own eyes.” 

“It is not that part of it which is im- 
possible," Drake replied. “After what I 
have guessed as the true meaning of the 
symbolism of the inscriptions your stew 
of monsters sounds a little tame. I am 
willing to accept your account as true to 
the facts, even if Dr. Lane is still too cau- 
tious to commit himself. But the other 
thing, the real meaning of that fragment- 
ary history recorded in the inscriptions, 
is a subject which I must decline to dis- 
cuss until events have proved me either 
crazy or right.” 

“I appreciate your stand, Drake,” said 
the Doctor. “Under like circumstances I 
should feel the same way. Still, you can 
tell us this much without prejudicing your 
case. From what you have made out so 
far do you believe that we shall find any 
tangible evidence of the true struggle? 
I mean of course the one which the mak- 
ers of the inscriptions took such pains to 
disguise.” 

Drake gave him a shrewd look. “You 
have guessed the nature of that conflict?” 

“Perhaps, reasoning from other data, 
I have. In that case you can understand 
why I prefer to wait before venturing my 
guesses. Shall we find any traces of the 
real fight?” 

“I don’t know. To me it is incredible 
that we should.” 

“Some things are eternal,” the Doctor 
remarked quietly. “For all we know life 
may be indestructible.” 

“Have you ever whiffed a dead whale?” 
the Captain interposed. He was a prac- 
tical man. 

“That isn’t what the Doctor, means,” 
Ole expostulated, beginning to redden. 

“I know. Ole. I know what the Doctor 
means. He’s talking of the soul. Now, 
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Doctor, did you ever see a whale with a 
soul?” 

“Not after it was dead,” the Doctor ad- 
mitted with a smile. “However, that was 
not what I had in mind. My idea was 
something much more prosaic — a question 
of energy and cells, and all that common- 
place sort of stuff.” 

"Cells?” I the Captain snorted, “Rotten 
fish is rotten fish, cells or no cells.” 

“That Isn’t^” 

“Shut up. Ole. No, Doctor Lane, I’m not 
fool enough to argue with you on your 
own deck. But when you show me a whale 
that I can’t set stinking ripe in three 
weeks I’ll begin to believe in the indestruc- 
tibility of life.” 

“That-” 

He was cut short by a Jarring tremor 
that shook the stout ship from stem to 
stern, 

“My God!” the Captain shouted, bolt- 
ing for the door, “we've struck! All hands 
on deck!” 

T hey reached the deck a second behind 
him. Instantly an overpowering 
stench enveloped them body and soul, 
searching out the secret convolutions of 
their brains with a sense-destroying, para- 
lyzing nausea. Hardened old whale pi- 
rates were leaning over the rail in a 
paroxysm of the extremest misery. 

On the less calloused members of the 
expedition the effect was Instantaneous 
and drastic. It was complete. No chem- 
ist in the distorted ambition of his wild- 
est nightmare ever dreamed of a smell 
such as that which defiled the very soul 
of this night, otherwise so beautiful and 
serene. 

A full moon silvered the calm meadows 
of the sea. Nature, dead and living, lay 
peacefully asleep. Athwart the silver road 
through the ripples floated majestically 
the vast corpse through whose middle rot- 
tenness the sturdy ship had churned her 
filthy way. Four pillars, two at either end, 
towered up in the mystic light like the 
ruins of a shattered temple on a hill in 
Greece. ’These were the creature’s legs. 
What else of it the moonlight revealed 
had better be veiled. 

“There’s your immortal whale. Cap- 
tain,” the Doctor sobbed when from very 
emptiness he ceased his calisthenics. 

“Whale be blowed. That carcass is the 
size of four whales. It’s one of them.” 

“I believe,” said the penitent Doctor, 
“smelling is a severer test of truth than 
seeing. Lead us below and give us asa- 


fetida from your medicine chest to take 
the taste of truth out of our months.” 

Returning to the Captain’s cabin they 
sought forgetfulness in rum tinctured with 
Jamaica ginger. 

“How shall I ever get it out of my hair?” 
Edith wailed. 

“Shave your hair, dear,” the Doctor 
prescribed, "and then boil it in lye.” 

chapter IV 
BEACHED 

HORTLY after midnight Captain An- 
derson called the sleepers. 

“This is the spot. Doctor,” he said. 
“You wanted to see It with your own eyes.” 

“What spot?” the Doctor sleepily in- 
quired. 

“Where all those big beasts boiled up 
from the bottom of the sea.” 

They stood gazing over the rail at the 
cold, glittering Antarctic waste of black 
water. Far to the south the dim shapes of 
five huge bergs towered up like vast frozen 
ghosts in the moonlight. 

“The water looks clean enough,” the 
Doctor remarked suspiciously. The smell 
having dissipated, his skepticism was re- 
turning. “Where’s your oil?” 

“Blest if I know. Washed ashore zaen^ 
ago, I expect.” 

“In what direction is the nearest land?” 

“Southeast. Directly in line with the 
southernmost of those bergs.” 

“When shall we reach it?” 

“Within twelve hours if the wind doesn’t 
rise.” 

The Doctor glanced at the cloudless sky. 
“Everything looks serene. Well, we shoxUd 
see your inlet sometime tomorrow after- 
noon. By the way, has the lookout sighted 
any more dead — whales?” 

“Whales? That was no whale we cut 
through, I tell you. It had four times the 
bulk of the biggest whale afloat. Think 
what you like, that was one of those brutes 
that boiled up when I was here before. 
And the lookout saw three others.” 

“How close?” 

“About two miles. Of course he couldn’t 
make out exactly what they were at that 
distance. But I’ll bet they were not float- 
ing islands, or ice, or dead whales. If we 
sight another I’ll steam up close to give 
you a whiff if you like.” 

“For mercy’s sake don’t,” Edith begged. 
“My cabin is full of the last one still,’? 

“A mere smell proves nothing,” the Doc- 
tor remarked dryly. 
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“Mere smell?” Drake exploded. “Great 
Scott! What is your idea of a full-blown 
reek?” 

“I mean,” the Doctor explained, “the 
smell may have come from putrefying 
whale blubber. The odor is notorious and 
far reaching Tm told.” 

“You bet it is,” the Captain asserted. 
“Twenty years of it have made me an ex- 
pert. And I tell you straight that a ripe 
whale smells like a bunch of violets beside 
that beauty we cut through.” 

Disdaining further argument the Doctor 
retired to his cabin, and the others after 
a last look at the austere grandeur of the 
icy night turned in to their warm bunks. 

About nine o’clock, the next morning the 
breeze veered and blew from the icebound 
land far to the southeast. It was still a 
mere sigh. The Captain and Ole antici- 
pated a safe and early arrival at their 
goal. That afternoon would bring them 
to the mouth of the volcanic inlet. 

No spot on the oceans of the earth could 
have been more coldly serene, more vastly 
mysterious. The water, almost black in 
the mass, curled over in hard glossy waves 
intensely green as they broke, and far to 
the south the airy peaks and pinnacles 
of huge bergs swam like dreams athwart 
the taut_horizon. Then the offshore breeze 
freshening brought with it the first faint 
hint of an indescribable pollution. 

“Dead whales,” the Captain laconically 
remarked to Lane. 

“Undoubtedly,” replied the Doctor 
through his handkerchief. 

Edith gazed longingly at the high pow- 
ered airplane under its tarpaulins. 

“We must have nm over another of 
them,” she sighed. 

Anderson laughed. “Did you feel a Jar, 
Edith? No? Well, neither did I, and my 
sea legs are more sensitive than yours. 
We're not running over the rotten brutes; 
we’re running into them.” 

And with that comforting assurance he 
swung below to see if the engineer could 
crowd on more steam. He was tremen- 
dously eager. 

L unch time passed unobserved. Those 
of the crew who were off duty fol- 
lowed the example of the passengers and 
sought seclusion below decks. But the 
ever increasing stench found them out 
like a forgotten sin. Every mile less be- 
tween them and the land multiplied their 
misery tenfold. To the inexperienced pas- 
sengers this penetrating torment which 
prostrated hardened whalers became un- 
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endurable. At last Lane, reaching his 
limit, went in search of medical relief. 

He had no definite idea of what he 
wanted, trusting blindly to the stores for 
inspiration. And he found it. Presently he 
returned with three improvised gasmasks 
of surgical gauze soaked in spirits of cam- 
phor. 

“Who ever would have guessed that we 
should need gas masks in the Antarctic?” 
he laughed ruefully as he adjusted 
Drake's. “Edith, get out your needles and 
thread and make nosebags for all hands.” 

Under her father’s supervision Edith 
labored diligently at a new style of mask 
designed to filter the tainted air through 
finely sifted ashes. If the temperature 
kept up the ashes might be soaked in 
deodorizer. Otherwise the sufferers would 
have to put up with the lesser efficiency 
of the dry material. 

Ole, coming in to see how the green-* 
horns were bearing up, found Edith at 
her task. The poor fellow was the sickly 
hue of cheesy white phosphorus. Some of 
the men, he reported, were on the point 
of mutiny. 

“Order them to make masks for them- 
selves,” Edith- advised. “They can all sew. 
Here, take this one as a pattern.” 

His rotundity drooping from his shoul- 
ders in soggy folds. Ole departed. Al- 
though his faith in the vanity of nosebags 
was slight, yet in the true scientific spirit 
he would test any theory before condemn- 
ing it as useless. The men, therefore, were 
soon in the throes of a sewing bee. And 
it may be said here that the masks later 
made endurable a labor which without 
them might well have proved impossible. 

Land was sighted at two thirty-five. 
Due south along the horizon stretched the 
great barrier cliff of black rock and sheer 
ice, shadowy in the distance and unsub- 
stantial as a vision. Anderson Joined the 
three at the rail and passed Lane his 
binoculars. 

“Look about two points east of south 
and you will see the opening of the inlet.” 

“Ah, I get it. Not very wide, is it?” 

“No. Just a twenty mile crack in the 
Antarctic continent that wasn’t there two 
years ago. I imagine it narrows down fast 
after it gets farther inland.” 

He turned and left them to go about 
his business. They stood watching the dis- 
tant shadow assume definite outline. 
Presently Lane hailed the Captain on the 
bridge. 

“We’re getting off our course, aren’t 
we?” 
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“No. Dead on it.” 

“But we are going thirty degrees east of 
the inlet.” 

“Thirty-three, Doctor. There’s an eight 
mile stony beach over there that I want 
to have a look at first. It might give the 
men fresh seal meat if there’s any way of 
landing. We have plenty of time to make 
the inlet before dark if we decide to go 
on.” 

"Oh, all right. You’re the captain.” 

Although their changed course drifted 
them across the breeze instead of directly 
into it, the stench became more terrific. 
Without their masks they could not have 
faced it. Presently the Captain called Lane 
up on the bridge and handed him his 
glasses. 

“There's the beach, Doctor. Now if smell- 
ing isn’t believing perhaps seeing is. Take 
a close look at your whales.” 

Lane almost dropped the Captain’s best 
glasses. 

“Good Lord,” he gasped, “hundreds and 
hundreds of them! Full steam ahead. Cap- 
tain!” 

He rah down the steps to tell the others 
to keep their eyes open. As the Edith 
rapidly neared the long beach they saw 
at first only a coal black slope littered 
with what looked like huge rounded lumps 
of black rock. Then a blast from the whis- 
tle raised a cloud of scavengers from the 
black masses and the truth leapt out be- 
fore their eyes. The eight mile beach was 
a refuse heap of huge oil-soaked carcasses 
festering in the sun. 

Piled five and six deep where the winter 
hurricanes had hurled them the monsters 
of a forgotten age rotted in the delayed 
death which should have been theirs nine 
million years ago. On that beach there 
must have been hundreds of thousands of 
the gigantic brutes. The smaller mon- 
strosities wedged and packed between the 
mountainous carcasses were without num- 
ber. The Antarctic cold, their long im- 
mersion in the salt water and their thick 
coating of oil had but postponed the colos- 
sal corruption which now, at the height 
of a mild open season, preyed upon their 
mountains of rich flesh. 

A BOAT was already being lowered. 

They sprang in with Ole and the Cap- 
tain and were rapidly pulled ashore. The 
landing on that shelving beach was ea.sy. 
They stood up in the oozing slop of oil to 
gaze as in a nightmare at the horror of 
the shambles surrounding them, 

“Well,” said the Captain, pointing to the 


sheer black cliffs barring the beach from 
the frozen continent, “there’s what is left 
of my oil. The wind swabbed those rocks 
with some of it and blew the rest inland 
or. wasted it all over the ocean from here 
to Cape Horn. Is there any money to be 
made out of these carcasses. Doctor? 
What about blubber? That big brute over 
there,” he indicated a twisted dragon 
mailed in triangular two-foot plates of 
horn, “looks pretty good to me. He’s not 
so ripe as some of the others,” 

“Money be damned!” snapped the Doc- 
tor. “This is a bigger thing than the 
Standard Oil and Dutch Shell combined. 
It would be nothing short of an infamous 
sacrilege to hack these beautiful things 
to pieces for the sake of a few dirty dol- 
lars. No sir! I am financing this expedi- 
tion, and so long as you are on land you 
will obey my orders. Aboard ship you are 
the master, but only for so long as I choose 
to employ you. I am the owner. Now, is 
that clear?” 

“All right. Doctor. Keep your shirt on.” 

The soft answer mollified the indignant 
lover of beauty. 

“Do as I tell you,” he said, “and I’ll see 
that you find your precious oil. You can 
go prospecting while the rest of us are 
discovering our treasure. And although it 
isn’t in our contract I’ll give you gratis ali' 
the very best expert mining and geological 
advice I can. To begin now, there is not 
the ghost of a possibility of striking oil on 
a beach like this. For your encourage- 
ment, however, I may tell you that I have 
already formed a pretty rational theory 
where to look for the main reservoir. Your 
earthquake tapped only a top bubble of it.” 

"So have I a theory,” Ole announced 
with modest pride. 

“Shut up. Ole. I want to hear what the 
Doctor thinks.” 

“I was only going to say,” Lane con- 
tinued, "that if my guess is right all the 
oil you saw is only a bucketful of the big 
tank. Unless I’m all wrong you will stum- 
ble into a reservoir of the highest grade 
oil as big as the State of California. To 
settle this thing once for all, I promise to 
finance another expedition for oil pros- 
pecting if you return from this a cent 
poorer than you wish to be. If we don’t 
get your oil this time we certainly will 
next. There is ho argument about it; I am 
positive. Now let us get to something 
more important and inspect some of these 
gorgeous jewels while the light lasts.” 

They followed him into the thick of the 
shambles. 
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“Ole,” he continued, “I see you have 
brought your camera. Get busy. Begin 
with the big fellows and be sure you take 
enough pictures of each to show clearly 
the head, neck, position of the legs, pat- 
tern of the scales, and tail — if there is one'. 
Take in the small fry too. They’re just as 
important as the big fellows.” 

While Ole industriously clicked away at 
the mountains before him, the rest of the 
party clambered over monsters whose 
horny armor still afforded a sure footing, 
carefully avoiding the inviting slopes of 
the colossal three hundred foot lizards. 
A step on those smooth, bloated bodies 
meant a plunge up to the neck in corrup- 
tion. 

From many of the hideous skulls most 
of the flesh had already disappeared, leav- 
ing only irregular patches of blackened 
skin above the arsenals of sabre teeth and 
around the huge glasslike masses of lustre- 
less jelly in the eye sockets. 

A S they passed from monster to' mon- 
ster along that shambles of a beach, 
Lane's expression changed gradually from 
reverent wonder to puzzled incredulity. 
His theory was taking shape before his 
eyes. Yet so strange was it that he doubt- 
-^d the evidence of tangible proofs. The 
thing he had Imagined was unbelievable 
when seen. What, he wondered, lay be- 
hind this veil which his own speculations 
and those of Drake had lifted ever so lit- 
tle? Had they guessed the whole truth, 
or did an unimagined catastrophe wait 
for them at the end of their untrodden 
path into the unknown? At this first par- 
tial confirmation of their theory his belief 
in himself faltered. For once he hoped 
that he had been misled by reason. 

Going up to one huge head he peered 
into the gaping cavity of the mouth and 
began to count the teeth. Their number 
would either confirm or destroy Drake’s 
theory and his. Hoping that he had made 
a mistake he counted the teeth a second 
time. He had made no error. 

“As I thought,” he said, wiping the 
sweat from his forehead. “These things, 
are all wrong.” 

“Is an ugly brute like that ever right?” 
Anderson asked. 

“Always in nature. At least according 
to their fossil remains they are invariably 
true to type. What would you think of a 
man with forty-eight teeth instead of the 
normal thirty-two?” 

“As a practical seaman,” said the Cap- 
tain, “I should advise him to go to a a den- 


tist and have sixteen pulled. It would save 
him a lot of toothache on the high seas.” 

“That wouldn’t work on this fellow. It 
would take a steam shovel to dig out his 
eight superfluous molars.” 

“Perhaps,” Drake suggested hopefully, 
“this one is a freak. Try another. There 
are plenty lying about.” 

“Yes, but I don’t see one of the same 
species. That’s another curious thing 
about all this. ’There are not more than a 
dozen specimens of any one kind, I should 
judge, in the whole stew.” 

“Isn’t that one over there the same' sort 
as this?” Edith asked, pointing to a huger 
brute that resembled the monster of too 
many teeth. 

The Doctor surveyed its frozen death 
agony. “I believe you are right,” he said. 
“Let’s count his teeth,” 

The count checked. Again the monster 
had eight molars in excess of what nature 
should have given him. 

“That settles it,” the Doctor muttered, 
sitting down on the treacherous tall of a 
defunct reptile. 

“Oh, see what a mess you are in!” Edith 
cried. “Stand up. You can’t come back to 
the ship till you’ve burned your clothes.” 

“Clothes don’t matter in a crisis like this. 
Science is rotting to its foundations.” 

“That’s no reason why you should sit 
down in the basement,” Edith retorted. 
Her mask had slipped, and naturally she 
was inclined to be severe, 

“If this is science,” Drake remarked, “I 
agree. It’s putrid from cellar to attic.” 

“Don’t play the fool. If you have guessed 
as much as I think you have, you should 
be able to appreciate what this may mean. 
This is serious. Not one of these creatures. 
I’ll wager, is all that it should be. Each at 
first glance is like its supposed type. When 
you look at them closely and begin to 
apply scientific tests you find they are all 
either deformities or new species. Off- 
hand one would say that nature had been 
practising and had forgotten her art.” 

“That,” said Drake, “isn’t your theory, 
however. Is it?” 

“No,” the Doctor admitted. “But the 
facts, all theories aside, can be ascertained 
either to establish or to refute my conten- 
tion that these things are not as nature 
should have made them. Now here is a 
crucial test. See that blue brute like a 
potbellied crocodile over there? No, • not 
the one with the saw ridge of three-foot 
spines down its back, but the one with the 
red bags hanging down from its jowls. All 
right. According to all we know from fos- 
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sil anatomy that beast was comparatively 
harmless. Its only weapons were its teeth 
and its claws. I don’t know what those ob- 
scene looking pouches mean — they don’t 
show in any fossil remains yet found. Nor 
do I know whether red is their natural 
color, or whether it is due to faster de- 
cay owing to all the oil having dripped 
down off them. So much for its supposed 
identity. 

64iyrOW I suspect,” he continued, “from 

11 the shape, of that beast’s head and 
snout that it was venomous when alive. 
The true animal, the one in the fossil beds 
was as Innocuous as a tame worm. I’m 
going over to see. If that brute has poison 
glands above its evil fangs the question is 
settled. Tt is some reptile utterly unknown 
to science.” 

Accompanying him to the grinning head 
they watched while he inspected the rows 
of yellowish knives bared by the upward 
•snarl of the dry, scaled lips. The great 
cavern of the mouth gaped open, revealing 
a single five- foot row of teeth on each side 
of the gums. Having carefully selected the 
fang for his test, Lane picked up the 
largest stone he could heft and hurled.it 
wi;^ all his strength at the point. The 
stone rebounded like a pebble from a brick 
wall. 

"Here, Ole!” the Captain shouted. "Come 
^d play handball.” 

Ole with his knotted strength was more 
successful. Behind his thirty-pound peb- 
ble he put the full barrel of his strength. 
The fang was Jarred. The deep musical 
boom which it emitted died gradually away 
and Ole took another shot. At the fifth 
impact the fang was loose. The sixth, 
aimed at the base, sent it crashing out of 
the monster’s head. Lane peered up in the 
gaping cavity. 

“There’s a sac of something up there,” 
he said, "but it may only be a cushion of 
fat. Ole, will you fetch an oar from the 
boat?” 

When the oar arrived Lane thrust the 
blade far up the cavity and prodded hard. 
The sac broke, and a heavy oily green 
liquid oozed down like cold pitch on. the 
decaying remnants of the reptile’s tongue. 

"I want some of that,” the Doctor ex- 
claimed, hastily emptying the brandy from 
his pocket flask. "Ole, scoop up a ladleful 
on the end of the oar. I’ll hold the flask; 
you let the stuff pour in like molasses.” 

“What is the decision?” Drake asked 
curiously, as the Doctor carefully tucked 
away his pint of supposed venom. 


"We can’t tell until this stuff is tried 
on some living creature. Nevertheless I 
am willing to stake my reputation on the 
outcome. That brute, when alive, was as 
venomous as a regiment of rattlesnakes.” 

“Then it is like no prehistoric monster 
known to science?” 

“As different as a hen from a hippopot- 
amus. And so, I am willing to wager, is 
every other creature that we have seen on 
this nightmare of a beach. They are all 
new. For one thing the majority of them 
are enormously bigger and bulkier than 
they shoifid be. That in itself, however, is 
not conclusive. It would be possible ifor 
such a state of affairs to exist in, say, a 
herd of cattle. If all suffered from the 
same disease of certain glands — those reg- 
ulating growth — they might all be enor- 
mous giants and yet not unnatural. These 
are abnormal in a far more radical way.” 

"But,” Edith protested, "several of them 
look very much like the restorations in 
some of your books on fossils.” 

"That is the strangest part of all this 
unearthly dream. They are like bad copies, 
botched imitations if ' you like, of those 
huge brutes whose bones we chisel out of 
the rocks from Wyoming to Patagonia. 
Nature must have been drunk, drugged.or 
asleep when she allowed these abortod 
beasts to mature. Every last one of thein 
is a freak. It is just like looking at a 
shambles of all the deformities of a na- 
tion.” 

44^HE whole thing is inexpressibly hid- 
J- eous and depressing,” Edith shiv- 
ered. "And these masks are becoming use- 
less.” 

"Hideous? Depressing? Why this is 
Heaven!” 

“Then I wish I were in hell,” the mate 
remarked. 

“Hadn’t we better be getting back to the 
ship, Doctor? We shan’t want to plough 
our way through this in the dark.” 

“Perhaps we had,” the Doctor reluctant- 
ly admitted, feeling like Adam when the 
angel showed him the back door of para- 
dise. “How many pictures did you get, 
Ole?” 

“Twenty dozen.” 

“You look it,” said Drake with a glance 
at Ole's bulging sweater. "Are you always 
half loaded or is part of it natural?” 

“Pinhead,” said Ole under his breath, be- 
ginning to pull on his oar. 

Drake, who had been unusually taciturn 
on the beach, expressed himself before 
reaching the ^ip. 




The whole cloud roof orer the vast tee trough was hung with thousands of pendant cones of 

blue flames 


“Doctor," he said, “your conclusion that “I don’t believe you know what you are 
all those rotten brutes are only half nat- up against.” 

ural confirms my theory of the inscrip- “Neither do you. But we both seem to 
tions.” have made a pretty good guess. I’m going 

“Mine too,” said the Doctor. to see it through and find out what is at 

“And you still want to go on with this?” the other end of the chain.” 

“Of course.” “Then I shall have to stick it out too. 

“Well, I don’t. I’m beginning to turn For I’m hanged if I’ll let an old man like 
back and go home right now.” you get the better of me.” 

“When it is Just beginning to get in- “Old man?” Edith exclaimed indlgnant- 
teresting?” ly. “He’s only eleven years older than you 
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are, baby. And he’s not half so frightened 
of the dark.” 

T he doctor and Ole would have been 
deliriously happy to spend the rest of 
their days among the monsters on the 
beach. The weather however cut short 
their ecstasies in the middle of the fifth 
week. 

It had been growing gradually colder, al- 
though the sky still retained its crystal 
clarity. The wind steadily freshened. 
Twice the party had been caught by a 
“woolly” which knocked them sprawling 
in the evil-smelling brown slush. Young 
ice beginning to tinkle and chafe against 
the ship, Anderson became anxious lest 
they be frozen fast for the season over 
three hundred miles from their goal. He 
counselled an immediate withdrawal to the 
inlet. Ole and the Doctor reluctantly gave 
him best. 

They were not ten hours too soon in 
their decision. All about the ship the water 
curdled rapidly into a churning waste of 
young ice which in another twelve hours 
would render the propeller useless. As it 
was, the propeller several times on their 
short run to the inlet jammed, and the 
Captain’s heart descended to his boots to 
rise again as the desperate expedient of 
going full steam ahead sent the screw 
kicking. 

If the worst came to the worst. Lane re- 
flected, and they were caught, they could 
leave the ship in charge of Bronson and 
make their way over the pack to the main- 
land with dogs and sledges. But to be 
forced to this expedient would disrupt the 
plan of their whole campaign. 

Anderson, still obstinately trusting to 
his volcanic theory, expected to find open 
water in the inlet. And indeed as they 
bucked their slow course toward the mouth 
the severe cold moderated several degrees 
and the pack became less dense. Lane 
and Ole began to regret their precipitate 
flight from the heaven of their dreams. 

’The sudden departure from the slaugh- 
ter beach had cut short the Doctor’s most 
ambitious project. Another day might 
have seen it accomplished. With the help 
of Bronson and Ole he had rigged up a 
tackle by which he planned to transport 
one of the larger horn-plated monstrosi- 
ties intact to the ship. The crew had al- 
ready cleared a place for it on deck. Over 
the protests of Edith, Drake and the crew, 
all was ready for the reception of the huge 
evil-smelling brute when the sudden ne- 
cessity for getting out or being frozen in 


caused Lane to abandon the beast and 
tackle at the water’s edge. 

“Never mind,” Anderson consoled him, 
“we can hoist your lily aboard when we 
come back this way. It will be no sweeter 
then than it is now.” 

With a sigh of regret Lane resigned him- 
self to the loss of his loved one. It was 
the prize of the whole filthy brood. What- 
ever may have been the state of its in- 
terior the heavy armor of its enormous 
scales had preserved it, outwardly at least, 
from the more distressing features of dis- 
solution. Edith rejoiced openly at her 
father’s misfortune, and the crew wore a 
smile that even the knife-edged blast from 
the south was powerless to chill. 

D ESPI’TE his heartbreaking loss Lane 
did not quit the beach in absolute pov- 
erty. Every available nook of the Edith 
was packed with his well-salted and pitch- 
soaked mummies. His collection as it stood 
would be the scientific sensation of a cen- 
tury. 

More valuable still were Ole’s photo- 
graphs. An able-bodied Norwegian seaman 
with the most expensive cameras and an 
unlimited supply of films can take an over- 
powering abundance of excellent photo- 
graphs in five and a half weeks. Under 
Lane’s expert direction he had photo- 
graphed practically everything visible on 
that eight mile beach. 

This indeed was but the minor part of 
Ole’s Herculean labor. His greater master- 
pieces had been achieved by the freehand- 
ed expenditure of Anderson’s dynamite and 
blasting powder. This the sagacious Cap- 
tain had stowed aboard the Edith in ton 
lots, confident that he shovdd have heavy 
blasting to do in his oil prospecting. He 
expected to find his oceans of wealth under 
rocks buried beneath the accumulated ice 
of ages. An incautious remark to the Doc- 
tor, who was bewailing his stupidity in not 
having brought crosscut saws, steam shov- 
els and other modern implements of sur- 
gery in the large, had betrayed the Cap- 
tain’s hoard to the rapacious zoologist. The 
three weeks’ orgy of judicious blasting 
which followed gave Ole his unique collec- 
tion of interior views. 

In this filthy business Lane and the 
mate toiled alone. The others refused 
point blank to be present at the opening 
ceremonies. A day’s practice with its at- 
tendant disasters, which may be imagined 
but not described, made the adaptable Ole 
expert in the planting of the charge. By 
the evening of the second day he was split- 
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ting open swollen monsters with the expert 
neatness of a specialist on' prehistoric ap- 
pendicitis. A second charge skilfully in- 
serted when the Doctor so desired brought 
forth the creature’s stomach for detailed 
examination. 

Lane was anxious to learn all that he 
could of the dead monsters’ life habits. 
Anatomy alone, as revealed by Ole’s beau- 
tiful interior photographs, was not enough. 
He must find out on what the creatures 
had lived. As a rich byproduct of this work 
he obtained, from the undigested contents 
of the stomachs of the carnivorous reptiles 
and mammals in the shambles, many of 
his most curious specimens. Seclusion 
from the air in the stomachs of the huge 
lizards and enormous salamanders had 
preserved many of these beautiful objects 
practically fresh. 

One remarkable incident of all that sur- 
gical saturnalia deserves to be recorded 
here. At the time it gained only a passing 
notice from Ole and the Doctor, absorbed 
as they were in the larger beauties of their 
obscene orgy. But had Lane given it the 
attention which it merited, and which he 
as a scientifically-trained man should have 
accorded it, the party might later have 
avoided a disastrous mistake. Through ig- 
norance of its inevitable consequences they 
were all but destroyed. 

Late one afternoon Ole had placed an 
unusually heavy charge against the belly 
of an enormous brute whose carcass, from 
its well-preserved condition, promised a 
rich mine of vegetable treasures. An in- 
spection of the teeth showed Lane that the 
dead monster had been an eater of herbs, 
leaves and grass. The charge exploding 
prematurely only half did its work. The 
downward force of the dynamite tore a 
deep pit in the loose, oil-soaked shale of 
the beach and shattered the underlying 
bed of perpetual ice. The broken surface 
of the deepest ice lay clean of oil. Im- 
mediately after the explosion some un- 
digested green fronds of a mossy plant 
dropped from the creature’s torn stomach 
upon the clean, freshly broken ice. 

T he half accidental explosion having 
ruined the specimen for further in- 
vestigation, Lane and his assistant shed 
no tears over the mess but hurried on to 
the next. They had but three-quarters of 
an hour’s daylight left, and their time was 
too precious for regrets. 

Having finished their next operation 
successfully they prepared to return to the 
ship while the light still served. 


Their shortest way back led past the 
botched job. Glancing down at the ice pit, 
Lane called Ole’s attention to the rich 
bright green mass of hairlike vegetation, 
which, presumably, had fallen from the rip 
in the creature’s stomach. Already over- 
burdened with their implements and spec- 
imens, they abandoned their intention of 
immediately collecting some of the curious 
plant. Reluctantly deciding to leave it till 
tomorrow they hurried on through the 
dusk to the boat. 

During the night the temperature rose 
several degrees. This otherwise fortunate 
incident robbed them of their expected 
prize. For when they visited the hole in 
the ice they found that the oily slush ooz- 
ing down through the shale had made of 
the vegetation a dirty brown soup. 

Nothing was to be gained by crying over 
rotten vegetables. They proceeded at once 
to their surgery elsewhere, confident that 
the next herb eater would furnish them 
with a ton of the green stuff. 

In this way they were deceived. It was 
not until some weeks later, however, that 
Lane discovered their serious error. They 
found an abundance of green vegetation 
in the stomachs of such monsters as were 
plant feeders, including tons of a particu- 
lar variety whose green fronds and masses 
of long tendrils resembled closely those 
which they had missed. 

Mere resemblance is far from identity, 
as the Doctor realized when it was too late. 
When knowledge finally came the party 
was fighting for its life with a foe which 
gave no quarter. But for this unpardon- 
able negligence on Lane’s part -the explor- 
ers need not have brought, upon themselves 
a hideous warfare for which they, as 
twentieth century human beings, were to- 
tally unprepared. The dropped fragments 
of Ole’s and Lane’s green loot littered the 
clean shore, the fresh young ice from the 
beach to the ship, and the decks. Had 
Lane used his scientific eyes he would 
have noticed immediately the sinister dif- 
ference between the habits of the plants 
he had collected and that which, through 
force of circumstances, he had abandoned. 

This oversight and its subsequent conse- 
quences gave Lane the scientific chastise- 
ment of his life. Since that ghastly fight 
on the ice he has not scorned the humblest 
detail in his battles with the unknown. 

The Edith reached the mouth of the in- 
let not an hour too soon. Snow began to 
fall as the gap of the inlet swung into 
view. Within ten minutes the opening dis- 
appeared behind a thick grey confusion of 
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whirling feathers. The ship crushed her 
way through thickening ice pack, cautious- 
ly feeling for the door in the iron wall 
ahead. To take the pack at a rush was 
impossible. Every yard of the way must 
be felt out or a smash against the barrier 
would-send the ship like a brick to the bot- 
tom. Along this barren coast the ice cliffs 
plunged sheer down to deep water. 

The slow going all but blocked the pro- 
peller with floating ice. At each succeed- 
ing jar the Captain’s face became whiter. 
He had no physical fear; his anguish was 
purely' mental. It was the prospect of los- 
ing his hypothetical oil that froze his 
nerves. 

Suddenly the nerve-racking grinding 
lessened. In fifteen minutes it had ceased 
completely. 

"We’re in,” Anderson announced with 
undisguised relief. He would die rich after 
all. "No ice, as I expected.” 

A sounding gave no bottom. The vol- 
canic crack in the earth crust, if such In- 
deed was its nature, was deeper than the 
Captain had anticipated. Although before 
them loomed the impenetrable gray wall 
of tumbling snow it seemed safe to pro- 
ceed at half speed. 

"For twenty miles at least this thing is 
as. straight as a street,” the Captain ex- 
plained, "and we want to get on.” 

O CCASIONAL blasts from the whistle 
reverberating from the high cliffs 
nearest them gave a check on the course 
and kept the ship off the rocks. By day- 
light they had made only thirty miles, 
having slackened speed for greater safety 
during the darkest hours of the morning. 
The snow had thinned and now showed 
signs of clearing. Shortly after nine 
o’clock only a dazzling glitter of finely di- 
vided crystals scintillated in the sunlight. 
For the first time the party saw its sur- 
roundings. 

Ahead and due south, stretched the in- 
let, at this point about a quarter of a mile 
wide, to disappear finally as a jagged black 
line on the white waste. 

Not a particle of ice floated on the wa- 
ter. Anderson ordered one of the men to 
draw up, a bucketful and take the tem- 
perature. The reading gave forty degrees 
Fahrenheit — eight degrees above freezing, 
while all about them the bleak wilderness 
beneath its shroud of dry snow crystals 
lay locked in perpetual ice. 

"What do you make of it, Doctor?” the 
Captain asked. 

"Nothing, yet. What current is there?” 


"About two miles an hour against us. 
Shall we go ahead, or land here and have 
a look at things?” 

"Go ahead, full steam. For all we know 
this may freeze over with the first bliz- 
zard. Besides I am anxious to see what 
is at the end of this long street.” 

“So am I. Full steam ahead it is.” 

Their progress was finally blocked in a 
most peculiar manner. Sixty odd miles of 
the roughly straight watercourse lay be- 
hind them when they began to notice a 
decided rise fn temperature. Simultane- 
ously a heavy fog met them, rolling up 
from the south toward which they were 
headed. 

The dazzling, bright sunshine and the 
stark blue sky became memories. Ander- 
son now proceeded as slowly as it was 
possible to do and still make headway 
against the current! The street showing 
unmistakable signs of degenerating into 
a crooked alleyway, he kept the whistle 
tooting almost continuously. The engineer 
kept the screw just turning, ready to re- 
verse at the first blackening of the mist 
ahead. But it was water, not rock that 
stopped them. 

A sudden gush sweeping down the chan- 
nel in a three-foot wave sent, the Edith 
spinning. Full steam ahead kept her bare- 
ly abreast of her former position. A second 
torrent brought with it clouds of steam. 
Instantly the ship was racing to keep her 
place in a scalding deluge. The waves 
breaking over the stem drenched and blis- 
tered the deckhands with boiling water. 

There was but one thing to do. Taking 
a desperate chance in the blinding steam, 
Anderson slewed the ship about in the 
narrow channel and went down with the 
torrent, trusting to sound signals to keep 
him off the cliffs. By midnight the im- 
mediate danger was past. Once more the 
Edith lay where she had started ahead at 
full steam. 

"No lobsters boiled yet,” said the Cap- 
tain with a sigh. "Even Ole is still raw.” 
The stars glittered in the hard black sky 
like crystals of icy fire. "I shall drop 
anchor for the night here. The lookout 
can see far enough ahead to give warn- 
ing if anything breaks loose.” 

“We should be safe enough here,” the 
Doctor agreed. “The last of the steam fog 
is all of forty miles away.” 

And so it proved. However, the night 
was not to pass without a flurry. At three 
in the morning the lookout called Captain 
Anderson to view a spectacle which had 
been troubling him at Intervals for the 
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past two hours. Having seen it, Anderson 
at once routed out Ole and all the pas- 
sengers. They found the watchman star- 
ing straight ahead at a heavy pall of low 
black clouds suspended above the south- 
ern horizon. 

“Keep your eyes on those clouds,” An- 
derson directed. 

He had barely spoken when the under 
side of the pall burst into vivid crimson. 
For perhaps three minutes the cloud pall 
pulsated from crimson to cherry red like 
the intermittent reflection from a forge 
fanned by an old-fashioned bellows. Then 
suddenly the light went black. 

“How long before it lights up again?” 
Anderson asked the watchman. 

“Thirteen and a half minutes, sir. Reg- 
ular as a clock.” 

T he interval passed and again the 
clouds burst into fire. And so it went 
till dawn when the rising winds of the 
upper atmosphere, tattering the pall, flung 
it far to the frozen south. During all that 
time the party had watched in fascina- 
tion, not heeding the stiffening of their 
joints in the cold. The unearthly beauty 
of that distant inferno, and the mysterious 
regularity with which its manifestations 
recurred, made conversation trivial. Little 
was said until daylight, when the upper 
winds and the rising sun obliterated the 
awful grandeur of the night. 

“Is that your volcano?” the Doctor asked. 
“Ole’s burning oil well, you mean. No, 
I’m sure it isn’t. Those clouds were not 
more than fifty miles away at the most. 
My estimate of the other thing, you re- 
member, was between two hundred and 
fifty and three hundred miles^ inland. That 
would make it over two hundred miles 
from here.” 

“What is it to be, Lane?” the Captain 
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asked. “Do we try it again up stream or 
shall we take to the land?” 

“How long will it take to get ready for 
the land journey?” 

“Four hours. I saw to rationing the 
sledges while you and Ole were enjoying 
yourselves.” 

“Are the dogs in fit shape?” 

“They will do. The four weeks’ exercise 
on that rotten beach wasn’t all it should 
have been, but it will have to do.” 

“Why not compromise?” Drake suggest- 
ed. “Let us go by ship as far as we can 
before taking to the sledges. I don’t relish 
dragging the beastly things over the ice. 
For that is what it will come to when the 
fool dogs give in. Sooner or later they are 
bound to go. We can’t pack four months’ 
grub for them and ourselves.” 

“What about it, Captain?” the Doctor 
asked. “Are you willing to risk the boiling 
water?” 

“Now that we know what to expect I 
see no great danger. Unless,” he added, 
“boiling mud comes down with the water 
and mires us a hundred miles from the 
sea.” 

“We’ll chance it,” the Doctor decided. 
“If there has been no more of an eruption 
than boiling water so far’ it seems improb- 
able that there will be one now just to 
.welcome us.” 

“There is always the airplane as a last 
resort,”- Edith pointed out. 

“Yes,” said the Captain, “and who would 
be the happy pair to escape while the rest 
stayed behind and starved?” 

“Don't you see? The pilot could take off 
the men. one at a time. In a pinch five 
or six could crowd on somehow: The plane 
can lift the weight of ten men easily.” 

“And get the last of them off the night 
after Judgment Day. No, Edith, if we do 
get caught your plan won't work. How- 
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ever. I'm as game as your father. And 
what I say the men will do — and be 
damned quick about it, too. Now, Doctor, 
since we are going back I should like to 
ask a favor.” 

“Go ahead. If it’s anything reasonable 
consider it granted.” 

“It is this. I want- to find out what 
caused that glow on the clouds. Suppose 
we take a side trip to find out before going 
on to the main show?” 

!‘That sounds all right to me. And it 
will give the dogs some real exercise.” 

“To say nothing of ourselves,” Drake 
prophesied gloomily. “I know the brutes 
will be unmanageable. One tried yester- 
day to take a piece out of my leg — and I 
have no meat to spare.” 

Without further discussion the ship was 
put about. They proceeded upstream at 
full speed. By noon they reached the point 
where they judged it would be wise to 
leave the ship and take to the sledges. 

Within two hours Anderson, Ole, Drake, 
Lane and Edith, who refused to be sepa- 
rated from her father, were on their way 
over the ice with a week’s provisions. 
Bronson was left in charge of the ship 
with orders to head her downstream and 
keep a sharp lookout for trouble. At the 
first hint he was to steam for the mouth 
of the inlet. Should the party send no 
word to the contrary before the seventh 
night out, he was to organize a relief and 
go in search. 

CHAPTER V 

INTO IT 

T he party had two sledges. Anderson 
and Ole, being the only members ex- 
perienced with dogs, taking charge of 
the sledges, instructed the others. One 
who has never had the pleasure cannot 
appreciate how much sport goes with the 
skilful manipulation of a dog team. The 
greenhorns soon learned. A temperature 
several degrees above zero, dead calm, a 
blinding glare from the undulating snow- 
fields, and their own panting exertions 
quickly brought out the perspiration. Edith 
bore it with compressed lips, the Doctor 
grinned like a cat in pain, and Drake, 
wishing he might lie down and die, con- 
tented himself with a continuous profane 
commentary on the dogs, the desolate 
landscape and the idiot who had dragged 
him into this brainless mess. 

Drake’s misery reached its climax when 
■5 was just on the point of abandoning 


the expedition after three gruelling hours 
of elaborate awkwardness. His sledge at 
the moment was careening sideways like 
a crab down a gentle ice slope which the 
winds had swept clean of ice crystals. 
Reaching the bottom without mishap he 
stubbed his toe on some hard obstruction 
cunningly concealed beneath the loose 
drift. At the same instant one runner of 
the sledge found another stumbling block. 
Before Drake knew what it was all about 
he was sprawling on his back like a lanky 
frog in the snow. 

Ole discovered the cause of offense be- 
fore the others reached the spot. 'The mate 
was on his knees scratching like a terrier 
to scoop away the loose snow from a black 
object, of which the pointed cap had al- 
ready been exposed by his frantic enthu- 
siasm. 

“Ah,” he puffed, “you are a born re- 
searcher, Mr. Drake. Invisible though this 
was to the naked eye you found it. You 
have the scientific penetration, the genius 
that sees through deceptive appearances 
to the underlying truth.” 

Drake was now on his knees, rooting 
with Ole. An exclamation from the Cap- 
tain proclaimed the discovery of the sec- 
ond black stone which, buried in the snow, 
had wrecked the sledge. All hands now 
began digging. In a few minutes two small,, 
jagged fragments, evidently pieces of a 
larger rock which had been shattered by 
its impact on the ground ice, lay clean for 
inspection. 

At first the result was deeply disappoint- 
ing. One of the fragments had been so 
badly scarred by its rough treatment that 
not a single pictogram remained on its 
surface, while the other exhibited only the 
broken remains of half a dozen. Neither 
was worth photographing. Anderson, hav- 
ing set Drake’s disaster to rights, suggest- 
ed that they move on. 

But Drake appeared to be d^af. The 
more badly damaged of the two fragments 
seemed to hold him hypnotized. Presently 
he rose to his feet and kicked the black 
mass savagely with his heel. 

“Fetch a sledge hammer,” he ordered 
Ole. 

“Where in hell am I to get one?” 

Edith had already located the handaxe 
which she now offered to Drake. With one 
sharp blow he split the black fragment 
into two along a plane of cleavage. The 
sight which met their eyes brought a cry 
of astonishment from all but Anderson, 
and Ole. One surface of the divided rock 
was covered with the deeply incised picto- 
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grams of prehistoric monsters, while the 
other, like a relief map, bore the raised 
replica of the- same inscription. Yet the 
whole fragment before Drake split it into 
two had seemed to be an ordinary chunk 
of black, cement-like rock. Drake’s brain 
was at^work. 

66TF YOU found twelve dozen of one 

A kind, Hansen,” he said, “it is against 
all probability that you saw none of the 
other. Why didn’t you photograph some 
of them too?” 

“I did,” Ole replied like a stolid keg. “In 
all I took over one hundred pictures of the 
raised kind of inscriptions. They are in 
my chest aboard the ship.” 

“Then why on earth didn’t you show 
them to me?” 

“Because,” Anderson informed him, “we 
knew what sort of men you scientific 
chaps are. We didn’t want to give you too 
much to swallow all at once — ^just enough 
in fact to make you hungry for more.” 

“You win,” said Lane. “I want every- 
thing you have.” 

“That’s the lot. Doctor, honest. From 
now on we are as green as you are.” 

“And that’s saying a good deal. Does 
this throw any light on your difficulties 
with Ole’s photographs, Drake?” 

“Enough to show me why the whole 
series doesn’t hang together. No wonder 
the drawings of those animals are in two 
different styles belonging to two totally 
distinct epochs of art. It also explains a 
thing you would have noticed if you had 
taken the trouble to examine the pictures 
carefully. Even I, with my vast ignorance 
of natural science, can see that the mon- 
sters represented belong to different ages 
of the earth’s history. Roughly they seem 
to be alike. But the resemblance, although 
real, is no deeper than the similarity be- 
tween men and apes. They belong to the 
same races of creatures, but are separated 
by millions of years of evolution.” 

"You’re wrong there, Drake. I prefer 
to think that the differences are merely 
the varying expression of a fixed idea. The 
minds of the ^ists have evolved, not the 
creations of their art. I’ll argue it out with 
you later. For the present, does this find 
affect your guess as to what’s ahead of 
us?” 

“Not materially. The struggle that I de- 
duced from the symbolism of the inscrip- 
tions must have been longer than I 
thought. That’s all.” 

“Where did you find your inscriptions, 
Ole?” 


“A good seventy miles north of here.” 

“Then there should be more in this 
neighborhood, because it probably is near- 
er the source of the explosion. If so, we 
shall find enough to write a prehistoric 
encyclopaedia from A to Z.” 

And so it proved. At intervals of half 
a mile to a mile they found the vast un- 
dulating snowfields littered with colossal 
fragments of black rock, many of which 
on their level faces were covered with the 
deeply cut figures of prehistoric monsters. 
As many more smaller chunks, doubtless 
lay buried beneath the snow and ice of 
two winters. Not stopping to photograph 
these now they hurried on to their goal, 
the source of the eerie light which they 
had seen from the ship. 

That night, without much wind, was 
cloudless. Although the temperature 
dropped below zero hone of the party ex- 
perienced any serious discomfort in their 
dry sleeping bags. The months of harden- 
ing in the Canadian Rockies and Alaska 
had well prepared the newcomers to the 
Antarctic for hardships which otherwise 
might have proved unendurable. The ab- 
sence of high winds on the bleak plateau 
was an unexpected piece of good luck. By 
rare fortune they had penetrated one of 
those mysterious, almost windless regions 
of the Antarctic Continent which have 
puzzled explorers. 

T he first day they covered only twenty 
miles. With the experience of a march 
behind them they made a little over forty 
miles through the dead calm of the second 
day, , to creep into their bags at night ex- 
hausted. The men took watch by turns in 
two-hour spells. Not a flicker of the 
strange fire they were seeking stained the 
cloudless night sky. Beginning to doubt 
the correctness of their route they were 
wholly unprepared for the inferno into 
which they blundered at five o’clock of the 
third day. 

’The start at five o’clock on that mem- 
orable morning was made under a sky 
blazing with the icy jewels of innumerable 
stars. At sunrise they found themselves 
ascending a sharp declivity of blue ice. 
Up that long ascent the going was neces- 
sarily slow. By slogging ahead they had 
risen two thousand feet shortly before ten 
o’clock. As nearly as they could judge 
they were now climbing over a huge fold 
of rock running almost due north and 
south. ’The view from the crest of the rise 
confirmed their guess. Below them they 
saw a broad trough running north and 
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south as far as vision carried, filled almost 
to the brim with tumbling white mist. 
Some thirty miles distant the farther side 
of the trough towered high above the roll- 
ing mists in an unbroken barrier of jagged 
black peaks. 

Although it looked hopeless they decided 
after a brief consultation to continue on 
their course. Should the black barrier 
prove as forbidding as it looked from 
thirty miles away they must turn back. 
They were not going to be balked, however, 
by the mere aspect of difficulties. Without 
further debate they descended the long ice 
slope into the heaving pall of white fog. 

The descent was made without accident. 
Arrived on the floor of the trough Ander- 
son produced his compass and led off 
through the swirling mist. Lane assumed 
command of one sledge with Drake as 
helper. A few yards behind the leader 
Ole and Edith managed the second. So 
thick was the fog that Anderson’s figure 
only some forty feet ahead was invisible 
to the tenders of the second sledge. Never- 
theless the Captain set a stiff pace over the 
blue ice and hard packed snow crystals. 

They had now but four and a half days 
left in which to make their objective and 
return to the ship. The Captain was de- 
termined to find out the nature of that 
black barrier before Bronson could over- 
take him with an imwelcome relief party. 
The stiff pace, almost a run, suited the 
others, for the clutching cold of the fog 
sought , out and gripped the marrows of 
their bones. 

For perhaps three-quarters of an hour 
all went Well. Then a horrified shout from 
Anderson brought the party to a palpitat- 
ing halt.- ! 

“Don’t come here,’’ the Captain called 
back. “Wait till I fetch you.’’ 

.One by one he led the others to the 
brink of; the death which he had escaped 
by half a second. There it gaped, a sheer 
well in the blue ice thirty feet across and 
of depth unknown. The lip of the circular 
hole lay flush with the surrounding ice. 
Its sides dropped straight down as if 
carved out with a huge knife. It was a 
-perfect circular well, over a hundred feet 
in circumference and of a depth which 
they could only guess, for it was full to 
the brim with white fog. 

Edith had an inspiration. She returned 
to the first sledge. 

“Here,” she said, handing the Captain a 
pound tin of soup, “throw that down and 
listen for the echo; Then we can figure 
but how deep it- Is.” 


A nderson tossed the can into the cen- 
tre of the hole. Only the breathing of 
the dogs broke the intense stillness. Not 
the ghost of an echo rose from the well. 

“Probably there is soft snow at the bot- 
tom,” the Captain remarked. “Well, I’m 
glad I’m above instead of below.” 

Not suspecting what lay before them, the 
party proceeded through the fog at a brisk 
trot. An astonished shout again brought 
them instantly to a halt. 

“Here’s another of the damned things,” 
the Captain announced. “Ole, fetch me a 
rope. There’s one on the second sledge.” 

“You’re not going down it, are you?” 
Drake asked nervously. 

/‘Not if I can help it, nor the next one 
either.” He tied one end of the rope se- 
curely about his middle and passed the 
other end to Lane. “Make that fast to 
both sledges. When they begin to shoot 
ahead, pull back hard. All right, come on. 
These may be oil wells for all we know.” 

He marched rapidly forward through 
the, blinding mist. “Follow me exactly,” he 
called back. “I’ve just gone two yards 
south of another.” 

From that time on they passed at least 
two of the wells every five minutes, occa- 
sionally cutting across the narrow strip 
which separated three or four In a cluster. 
Prudence urged them to return, but the 
determination to see the thing through 
.held them to their course. 

They had neither time nor Inclination 
to speculate on the significance of those 
sheer pits in the ice and rock. All their 
will was concentrated on their feet. One 
slip and they might learn more of the 
mystery than they cared to know. 

Anderson forged steadily ahead without 
speaking. He was bent on reaching the 
barrier before turning back, holes or no 
holes. 

At five o’clock they had been marching 
almost continuously- for twelve hours. The 
constant strain on their nerves no less 
than the pull on their muscles was begin- 
ning to tell. Anderson suggested a brief 
halt and a warm drink. It would take half 
an hour to prepare the chocolate. That 
would leave them about an hour of such 
daylight as there was in the cheesy fog. 

They were just about' to enjoy the 
steaming drink when, with a rapid up and 
down vibration, the ice beneath them be- 
gan to shake violently. The dogs howled 
dismally and tried to bolt. Suddenly a 
terrific jar directly under them sent the 
party rolling. Staggering to their feet they 
succeeded in cowing the dogs. The jarring 
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ceased. In dead silence the last tremor 
died. 

White and still, they stood staring at 
each other’s scared eyes in the ghostly 
mist. Few things so terrify even the most 
courageous human being as a violent 
earthquake. There is about the terrific 
jarring an Impression of uncontrollable 
and insane force that temporarily upsets 
the balance of the reason, and the helpless 
victim, powerless to escape, can only won- 
der when the torment will cease. Lane had 
experienced earthquakes in central China. 
This, however, was of a different order. 
To the other members of the party it was 
a new test of courage. Drake’s knees 
turned to water. He almost went down 
when Edith, suffering from the same mal- 
ady, clung to him for support. Ole said 
nothing. He was too scared to pray. An- 
derson stood it best. 

“That’s nothing,’’ he said. “It will save 
my blasting powder.’’ 

The words were hardly off his tongue 
before it began again, worse than ever. In 
ten seconds it was over. 

“That’s the queerest shake I ever felt,” 
said the Doctor, wiping the perspiration 
frpm his face. “The motion was entirely 
vertical. It felt exactly as if someone miles 
below us was hitting the roof over him 
with a heavy iron bar. Listen!” 


LES under their feet they heard a 
muffled crashing like the slamming 
of thousands of doors along a hundred 
mile corridor. With a last crescendo of 
slams the noise ceased, to be followed im- 
mediately by a hollow rumble as of water 
bursting underground from the sea 
through labyrinths of rock. Rising to a 
sudden, deafening thunder directly be- 
neath them the shattering noise passed, 
to mutter itself out in the bowels of the 
earth leagues to the south. Then the mist 
all about them took sudden life. A great 
wind, eddying like a maelstrom, spun 
them helplessly on the ice. 

By instinct rather than reason Anderson 
got his claspknife open and cut the rope 
which bound him to -the sledges. At the 
same instant Drake and Ole each clutched 
one of Edith’s arms, Lane seized Anderson 
by his collar and with the other hand 
grasped Ole’s coat, and all five huddled 
together, flattened themselves on the ice. 
Not one of them afterward recalled any 
thought in all of this. It had been purely 
the instinct of self-preservation acting 
automatically. 

Spinning like straws in a whirlwind, now 
this way, now that, they were too dazed 
to comprehend what was happening. Only 
a dim consciousness that the air was being 
sw.ept clean of fog penetrated their minds. 
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The vortex motion of the atmosphere 
ceased as abruptly as it had begun. Stag- 
gering to their feet in an air as clear and 
hard as glass they found themselves less 
than two feet from the brink of a well 
fifty yards across. The last vestige of the 
fog had been sucked down the innumer- 
able blowholes. These they now saw thick- 
ly pitted over the desolate ice in all direc- 
tions to the range of vision. 

It was some seconds before they realized 
the full horror of their plight. 

Drake was the first to come out of the 
stupor. 

“The sledges?” he muttered, staring 
about him in a daze. 

They were gone. Anderson took in the 
situation at a glance. He kept his nerve. 

“Out of this as fast as we can,” he said 
quietly. 

He clutched his compass. They followed 
him at a run. There was no time to specu- 
late down which of the wells the sledges 
had been sucked. Every nerve strained to 
get out of that ghastly maze of death 
traps. 

“It’s beginning again,” Lane said pres- 
ently. “I felt a slight jar. Down on your 
stomachs and all hang together. Hansen, 
you’re heaviest. Get in the middle.” 

They cowered on the ice, their hands 
joined round Ole’s stout figure, waiting for 
they knew not what, 

H uddled on the trembling ice they set 
their teeth and prayed inwardly, ex- 
pecting to be hurled skyward. A rushing 
roar, like the tumbling of flames in a fur- 
nace when the door is suddenly opened, 
rose with incredible speed to a high, sing- 
ing pitch of shattering intensity. Just 
when the shrill whistling grew unendur- 
able there shot from the innumerable 
wells dotted over the ice hard white pillars 
of compressed mist. With explosive vio- 
lence the fog which- the wind had sucked 
down into the bowels of the rocks was be- 
ing expelled. 

Straight up shot the thousands upon 
thousands of dense white columns to fray 
themselves out in a whirling tracery on 
the roof of the sky like the groining of a 
vast cathedral. 

Then the bottoms of the rushing fog pil- 
lars soared free of the wells. The short- 
ening columns, sucked up into the newly 
formed clouds flattened themselves upon 
the misty roof in thousands of rings that 
vibrated, clashed into one another, re- 
bounded, clashed again, and Anally rolled 
along the underside of the cloudy dome 


in a mazy tangle of spinning filaments. 

The pitch of the singing note from the 
blowholes heightened. Air or gas was be- 
ing forced up under tremendous pressure 
from the interior of the earth. Speechless 
with awe, the huddled watchers beheld the 
tops of the invisible columns burst into 
pale blue conical flames. Almost immedi- 
ately after they heard the thudding of the 
ignition. 

For perhaps ten seconds the whole- cloud 
roof over the vast ice trough was hung 
with the thousands of these pendant cones 
of blue flame. As the sustaining pressure 
now rapidly dropped the shrillness of the 
whistling diminished, and by great trem- 
bling bounds the blue cones descended to- 
ward the wells, reddening as they fell. 

Half-way between the blood-red ice and 
the crimsoned cloud roof the down- 
ward-rushing cones of red flame halted, 
suspended in mid-air, roaring like ten 
thousand blast furnaces. Then with a 
tumbling reverberation the innumerable 
tongues of crimson lengthened, swooped 
upon the wells, and with a last earth- 
shaking thunder disappeared. 

Although daylight still lingered beneath 
the high gray pall of fog, the party, blind- 
ed by that last downward rush of fire, saw 
nothing. Dazed and trembling, they got to 
their feet. Gradually vision returned. 
Without a word Anderson peered at his 
compass and led off. They were too 
stunned by the mere magnitude of what 
they had seen to attempt as yet to com- 
prehend it. Only the instinct of self-pres- 
ervation urged them to immediate flight. 

They had made a little less than a mile 
when ' again the subterranean thunder 
shook the ice under their feet. Then they 
remembered for the first time their night 
vigil on the deck of the Edith. That peri- 
odic glow on the distant clouds had re- 
curred every thirteen and a half minutes. 

For safety they again huddled together 
on the ice. Again the surface air was 
sucked down the wells, but with consider- 
ably less violence. Apparently the initial 
disturbance had stored up fuel for the suc- 
ceeding flames. Once more the shrill 
whistle from innumerable vents an- 
nounced the coming of the fires, and again 
the blue cones hung from the massive 
cloud roof, to hover down presently in 
crimson fire before the final swift plunge 
to the darkness of the wells. 

Long before they escaped from the trap 
night overtook them. Their march had 
been a succession of panting runs while 
the tumbling flames and the crimson glow 
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lit up the Icy desolation like a frozen hell. 
When the flames vanished, and the air all 
about them became a black well, they 
halted breathless with fear while the rapid 
jarring of the ice rocked their brains, and 
the fierce whirlwinds clutched at their 
bodies to hurl them down the bottomless 
pits of fire. 

T he terror of the fiftieth grim watch 
was no less than that of the first. At 
any instant the gyrating wind might get 
a surer hold of their shrinking bodies and 
dash them all to a horrible death. Ordi- 
nary courage, steeled by life-long habit to 
brave the commonplace dangers of human 
existence, availed them nothing. Their 
minds being unprepared for this torture 
they could only cower under its fiendish 
recurrence. 

Dawn found them still crouched in the 
trap or stumbling blindly forward under 
the lash of Instinct, They had no idea how 
many miles they had reeled through dur- 
ing the night. For all they knew they 
might be two miles or twenty from the 
comparative heaven of the icy desolation 
between them and the ship. 

With the coming of full daylight the 
temperature rose and the heavy pall above 
them began slowly to descend. A new ter- 
ror gripped them when the icy mists 
swirled down, enveloping the party in im- 
penetrable gray. They must now grope 
their way forward a step at a time. Haste 
meant death in the wells,, which still with 
maddening regularity shot up their pillars 
of descending flame. Numb with cold and 
stupefied by fatigue as they were, they yet 
had feelings of awe for the mysterious 
beauty of the infernal dream when the 
crimson flames, smoky as milky-red opals 
through the shrouding mists, paused for a 
fraction of a second above the wells for 
their final plunge. 

Three hours after dawn the last rumble 
jarred the ice, and the blowholes droned 
wearily, but no flame issued. It was as if 
some titan chained beneath the rock had 
expired his last flaming breath. For that 
day at least the strange terror was ended. 

Through the searching cold of the dead 
mist they groped their way in stunned 
misery for another four hours. Only the 
necessary words of caution as the leader 
avoided the pitfalls at his feet broke their 
dazed silence. 

At last they felt themselves climbing 
uphill. They were out of the inferno. 
Urging their jaded bodies to the limit of 
endurance, they panted up the long slope. 
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Two hours later they flung themselves on 
the ice, face up in the glorious sunlight. 

For half an hour they lay there in 
silence, soaking in the light of heaven. 
The heat of their bodies melting the ice, 
presently their clothes were sagging with 
freezing water. In spite of themselves they 
slept. 

“We can't stay here,” Anderson said, 
getting to his feet. “Wake up, everybody. 
We must go on as far as we can and trust 
that Bronson will find us.” 

The Captain was right. Sleep with no 
covering but their clothes, even in the 
afternoon sunshine, was almost certain 
suicide. Like automatons they followed 
Anderson over the dazzling snowflelds, 
tramping monotonously till dark. Among 
the weary five of them there was not a 
particle of food. And having no fuel they 
could not thaw out the hard frozen snow 
or ice to drink. The bits of ice which they 
sucked in the stinging cold to allay the 
raging thirst cracked their lips and seared 
their tongues, causing them exquisite tor- 
ture. 

Never slackening his gait, Anderson 
crunched steadily ahead. Fatigue to him 
might have been an alien mystery. The 
three men followed him doggedly. Hansen 
appeared to notice nothing more than the 
ordinary day’s work. He bobbed along like 
a jogging barrel directly behind Anderson, 
treading down a firm foothold for Edith, 
who trudged after him. Lane came next, 
some yards behind, and Drake, cursing 
softly to himself to keep up his spirits, 
brought up the rear. 

T he deepest darkness of the early morn- 
ing made no difference to Anderson. 
He kept on. It is a perennial miracle 
what the human body can stand when It 
is driven by a relentless mind. AH that 
night, half-mad with thirst, the party 
slogged on through the black cold. 

Dawn found them still marching. 
“Anybody for a rest?” Anderson croaked 
through his cracked lips. 

Edith nodded, and sank down in her 
tracks. Instantly she was asleep. Taking 
off his outer coat. Ole rolled her in it and 
slapped his sides to keep from freezing. 
To the protests of Drake and Lane, who 
peeled their coats. Ole replied that he, 
having more blubber than both of them 
together, could better stand a freeze. 

None of the men attempted to sleep. 
They sat on the ice or stamped about 
when they began to stiffen, 

“Hereafter I carry my sleeping bag on 
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my back,” the Captain croaked. “Damn 
the dogs.” 

“Captain Anderson!” Ole reproved him. 

“She’s asleep, idiot. Shut up.” 

Stirring uneasily, Edith rolled over on 
her cramped side. Suddenly she sat up 
with a start. 

“Oh, I’m dreadfully ashamed,” she cried, 
scrambling painfully to her feet. 

“How long have I slept?” 

“Five minutes,” Anderson lied nobly, and 
Drake nodded. 

“It felt like five seconds,” Edith .sighed. 
Then she noticed Ole’s coat. “Oh, Ole, how 
generous of you,” she exclaimed, helping 
him into it. “But you shouldn’t have done 
it; I'm not a baby.” 

“That’s nothing,” Ole protested. 

“It’s a great deal,” she replied. “My, but 
it’s cold.” 

“All right,” Anderjon croaked, “we’ll go 
on. You will soon warm up.” 

From that hour Edith became a firm 
adherent of the theory that five minute 
naps at the proper time are as refreshing 
as a night’s sleep. None of the men had 
the heart to explode her theory. They 
never told her that she had slept three 
hours and twelve minutes. 

Another rest of two hours in mid-after- 
noon refreshed them all. By huddling to- 
gether three of the men generated warmth 
enough In the clear' sunshine to enjoy a 
profound sleep. The fourth kept watch, 
rousing the next man when his turn came. 
Edith slept straight through the two 
hours. 

T hat night they marched briskly from 
dusk to dawn without a halt. Another 
two-hour rest restored them- for the final 
effort. The men had found their second 
wind. Edith’s sufficient sleep and youth 
made her a good match for the men. She 
would go through with it to the eiid and 
come out smiling. Curiously enough, hun- 
ger did -not greatly distress them. After 
the first sharp pangs they forgot food in 
the intense longing for copious draughts 
of water. Putting their wills to it they 
forged ahead almost at a run over the 
hard, packed snow. 

Seventeen hours later they saw the 
rubies and emeralds of the ship’s lights 
gleaming through the crystal night air. 
In fifteen minutes they were wallowing 
alternately in cold water and steaming hot 
chocolate. 

“Never again,” said the Captain, limp- 
ing off to his cabin. “I’ll leave that sort 
of thing to professional explorers who en- 


joy talking about it afterwards from a 
platform.” 

This, however, was the rash statement 
of a pessimistic and leg-weary man. By 
twelve o’clock the next day he was up to 
his neck in plans for another assault on 
the black barrier which he was determined 
to cross. He persisted in his belief that 
oceans of oil lapped the farther side of the 
jagged range which they had failed to 
reach. 

“Listen to me,” Ole broke in. For some 
time he had been suffering agonies from 
the high pressure of his superheated the- 
ories. “Those blowholes,” he said impres- 
sively, “spouted natural gas. Therefore 
there is oil at the bottom of them. There 
are our wells. Captain.” 

“Idiot,” said the Captain, “how are we 
to get at the oil if It is at the bottom of 
those hell holes?” 

“Pumps.” 

“Pump yourself and dry up.” The Cap- 
tain turned to Lane. “What is it to be?” 

“Full steam ahead as far as we can go. 
Then deposit a cache of dynamite and 
provisions, send the ship downstream a 
safe distance, and make it inland by 
sledges to your volcano.” 

“Burning oil well,” Ole corrected under 
his breath. 

“We shall see when we get there,” said 
the Doctor. “Suppose we can approach to 
within fifty or even a hundred miles of the 
volcano — pardon me. Ole, burning oil well. 
We could establish a base there — bury our 
supplies in the ice, if necessary — and de- 
posit caches of food and fuel every ten 
miles to the place itself. There are plenty 
of able-bodied men aboard to chop holes 
in the ice and pack in the stuff. Then 
we won’t be bothered with those beastly 
dogs.” 

“There are only two teams left, any- 
way,” said the Captain. “Your plan sounds 
reasonable.” 

“May a mere woman participate in the 
councils of the gods?” Edith asked with 
mock humility. 

“Yea,” her father answered, “even a 
mere child may prattle about our feet. 
‘Out of the mouths of babes — ’ you know. 
Proceed, infant.” 

“I shall do so,” the child replied. “And 
presently you won’t be able to see me for 
my smoke. For I intend to take'-Ole with 
me on a tour of inspection while you and 
the others are breaking pickaxes and your 
backs over cast iron ice.” 

“How so, child?” 

“I have wings, have I not?” 
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“Even so, angel child. You were born 
with feathers on your back." 

“Then I shall fly. In three hours I shall 
find out more about this country than you 
and the blessed dogs will learn in ten 
years. If Ole’s cameras are good for any- 
thing we shall supply you with a map of 
this continent from here to the South 
Pole. Then you will be able to find your 
way to the Captain’s oil field without stub- 
bing your toes over every brick on the 
road as poor John did. Ole, consider your- 
self engaged as official photographer of 
the air reconnaissance. In the meantime. 
Captain Anderson, full steam ahead while 
our luck lasts.” 

T he last order being confirmed by Lane, 
the Captain obeyed. Returning to the 
cabin, he found Lane with his back to the 
wall fighting his last battle against Ole 
and Edith. 

"Help me to talk these lunatics out of 
their insanity,” he begged, “before they 
break their silly necks.” 

But the Captain, having reflected, was 
less inclined than the Doctor to the lunacy 
theory. “Let me take a squint at the 
barometer, first,” he said. 

“Set fair,” he announced, “This seems 
to be an almost windless region. Those 
tornadoes round the blowholes don't count. 
The devil alone is responsible for them. 
Having his hands full there he won’t 
bother us here — at least not for twelve 
hours unless the barometer is a worse liar 
than he is, 

“Now here is my vote,” he continued. 
“If the weather stays set until we reach 
our anchorage I say Edith and Ole should 
go. She is right. In three hours they can 
find out what it would take us years to 
bungle through. At the first sign of wind 
or dirty weather she can scoot back to the 
ship. She is the best air pilot of us all. 
And I’ll say this of Ole: he is second 
best.” 

Ole blushed appreciatively. “You bet 
your boots I am.” 

“Also you are as dumb as a barrel,” the 
Captain resumed, “so you won’t put Miss 
Lane up to any foolishness. She will do 
the thinking for both of you.” 

“Ole can take the pictures and theorize,” 
Edith promised consolingly. 

“And mend the motor when you bust it,” 
Ole added with a touch of vindictiveness. 
It is one thing to call a man a master- 
builder of theories and quite another to 
say he theorizes. Ole sensed the distinc- 
tion. 


’The Doctor was finally routed. And so 
it happened that Edith and Ole took not 
one reconnoitering flight, while the men 
and dogs toiled fifteen hours a day at the 
caches, but several. 

That afternoon they proceeded upstream 
to within fifty miles of their projected 
goal. 

For twelve days of perfect calm they 
anchored in the harrow channel, ready at 
a second’s notice to race from the deluge 
of hot mud which they half expected but 
which never came. The stout ship was to 
leave her timbers in that desolate spot to 
the end of time, but it was not mud or 
lava which held her fast. 

The powerful plane had been unshipped 
without difficulty. A level stretch of hard 
packed snow made an ideal landing 
ground. When tanked to capacity the 
plane carried enough petrol for a thou- 
sand mile flight. Taking no chances, the 
explorers carried the full complement on 
each trip. 

“Au revoir,” Edith said as she climbed in 
for her first flight. “We’ll be back before 
midnight. I promise.” 

“How far as you going?” Drake asked. 

“To Hades.” 

Edith’s answer had been given merely 
to shock Ole. Yet it contained an unsus- 
pected element of truth. That was pre- 
cisely where she landed before the end of 
her explorations. 

CHAPTER VI 

TRAPPED 

E DITH’S intention was to fly due 
south. She wished if possible to dis- 
cover the source of the eruption 
which Anderson had observed on his first 
trip. The account of the gigantic smoke 
ring, visible at over two hundred and fifty 
miles, “teetering crazily up the sky” had 
taken her imagination by storm. She 
wished to see for herself what sort of a 
monster blew such delightful rings. Ole’s 
burning oil well theory did not seem en- 
tirely satisfactory. Edith rather expected 
to find a crater pursed up through the 
ice like a smoker’s lips, lazily generating 
smoke for the next puff. 

So far the party had seen no sign of the 
distant disturbance from the ship. The 
cordial gush of hot water which had first 
welcomed them, however, they regarded as 
highly significant. 

Ole set himself with stolid perseverance 
to photograph the Antarctic continent as 
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seen from above. With the results of his 
labors it would be possible, he hoped, for 
subsequent explorers to find their way 
blindfolded to the South Pole. 

Forty freezing minutes flew behind them 
before they noticed any feature of interest 
on the desolate, icebound landscape rolling 
up from the south to meet them. The 
jagged black crests of what appeared as 
an almost perpendicular rock barrier 
pricked the horizon. 

Nearing this barrier, they saw it rise by 
leaps above the white wilderness. Ole had 
charge of the navigating instruments. By 
a rough calculation, half guess and half 
arithmetic, he estimated the barren cliffs 
to be not over three hundred feet high. 
A glance vertically down showed an un- 
dulating ice plain thickly dotted with huge 
fragments of black rock. Occasionally one 
of these jagged fragments, having fallen 
with the flat side uppermost, presented a 
thatch of last winter’s snow to the ob- 
servers, but for the most part their stark 
pinnacles were bare and black. 

Presently Ole gave a shout that was au- 
dible above the droning of the propeller. 

“Blowholes," he bellowed, handing Edith 
the binoculars. 

Peering over the side Edith beheld a 
pockmarked expanse of blue ice, pitted 
with bottomless wells and littered with 
huge fragments of rock. Putting her trust 
in Providence not to “blow” the wells until 
she had flown over them, she gave the 
engine more gas and spun toward the low 
barrier. 

Coming directly over the barrier they 
saw that the apparent wall was a tumbled 
desolation of huge rock masses at least 
five miles broad. It would be impossible 
to traverse that jumble with dog teams. If 
the goal of the expedition lay beyond that 
chaos they must traverse it painfully on 
foot with packs on their backs. 

Edith flew on. The speedometer showed 
eighty miles an hour. Some minutes later 
they saw the black mass beneath them 
curving precipitously down like the slope 
of a steep mountain. 

Determined to ascertain the extent of 
the vast crater — for such they judged it 
to be — ^Edith continued to fly due south 
with one eye on the speedometer. The 
walls of the huge depression below them 
were soon no longer visible. Only a sheer 
void with slowly heaving sooty black 
clouds at the bottom, apparently several 
miles below them, met their awed gaze. 

That deep expanse of inky billows 
seemed never ending. On they flew at 


eighty miles an hour until seventy min- 
utes lay between them and their starting 
point at the lip of the gigantic crater, and 
the precipitous slopes of the farther side 
soared suddenly up out of the black smoke 
to meet them. The crater, they Inferred, 
must be ninety miles across. Vast as this 
estimate made it, they could not be sure 
that it was adequate, as they had no means 
of judging whether they had flown above 
a diameter. 

■^TTIEN they finally cleared the last of 
Wthe shattered buttress and level ice 
stretched unbroken for miles beneath 
them. Ole signified his urgent wish to de- 
scend. They landed without mishap. 

“Where are you going?" Edith demanded 
as Ole started on a run back to the lip of 
the crater. 

“I have just had a theory,” he bellowed, 
forgetting in his enthusiasm that he was 
no longer competing with the propeller. 
“Now I test it.” 

When he joined her forty minutes later 
his face bore the smug expression of one 
who has looked on Truth and found her 
all he had hoped. 

“Just as I thought,” he said. "The south 
sides of those rocks on the edge of the 
crater are covered with lichens.” 

“Well,” said Edith, testy from the cold, 
“did you expect to find barnacles?” 

“No,” he replied with the bland compla- 
cency of a sunfish, “I knew I should find 
lichens.” 

“Then it was stupid of you to waste 
nearly an hour looking for them,” she 
retorted. “Get in. I’m going on.” 

“But,” he expostulated, “I have proved 
my theory. That is no new crater. It must 
be very old. Therefore Captain Anderson 
did not see it erupting.” 

“Then what did he see?” 

“An eruption within an eruption. Just 
the old floor of this volcano has blown up 
in our times.” 

“And the floor was covered with inscrip- 
tions? Yours is a likely theory, I must 
say. Who ever heard of people carving 
Inscriptions on the floor of a volcano?” 

“Who ever didn’t hear of it?” Ole re- 
torted, not quite sure of his logic. “Why 
shouldn’t they? Perhaps those inscriptions 
were only tombstones. Haven’t you seen 
the flat ones in the churchyards? Those 
ancient makers of inscriptions wished to 
bury something.” 

“So they dug a hole in the red hot lava 
and put a lid over it?” 

“Not of course. 1 mean,” he corrected 
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himself, “of course not. No, that isn’t what 
I mean. I want to say it doesn’t follow. 
The main eruption may have been mil- 
lions and millions of years ago.” 

“I too have a theory,’’ Edith announced. 

“Yes?’’ said Ole eagerly. 

“My theory is that you will be left here 
talking through your hat forever if you 
don’t climb in at once. I’m going on.’’ 

The" unappreciated Ole took the hint.' 

Edith decided to fly home in a wide 
circle, following the southern rim of the 
crater until it began to turn sharply to 
the north. Then, leaving it behind, she 
hummed on due west for about a hundred 
miles. She was on the point of turning 
north again, and home to the ship, when 
a peculiar dim blue line across the western 
horizon caught her attention. To investi- 
gate would take only half an hour. She 
investigated. 

So did Ole. He again discovered in- 
numerable blowholes in the ice over which 
they whizzed, and called Edith's attention 
to the significant detail. 

“This looks promising,’’ she said to her- 
self, for Ole could hear nothing. “Now 
if Nature knows anything at all about 
logic she should have planted another big 
hole in the ice over behind that blue 
line." 

Nature proved herself logical. The blue 
line became the sheer edge of a tremen- 
dous ice precipice sweeping in a gradual 
curve round the horizon. Fifty miles was 
a conservative guess at the diameter of 
this vast depression. Unlike the other no 
jumble of black rock cluttered its edge or 
the surrounding plain. 

Half a mile from the edge Edith landed. 
In silence she and Ole hurried over to the 
edge of the precipice. Reaching it they 
stood a few yards back and gazed into the 
immense void before them. No smoke ob- 
scured the sunlit floor of this vast amphi- 
theatre. So far below them it lay that it 
appeared only as a dim blue shadow. 

“Come,” said Edith, "that’s too good 
to spoil today. We shall return tomorrow 
and see it properly. Don’t say anything 
to the others about this. One thing at a 
time is enough for those doubting Thomas 
cats.’’ 

“I won’t," Ole promised. “My theory is,’’ 
he jabbered before Edith could choke him 
off, “my theory is that Satan is still 
chained down there.” 

“There will be the devil to pay,’’ she 
said simply. 

Edith’s report brought tears to the Cap- 
tain's eyes. 


“That fool Ole was right,” he admitted 
generously. “What he and I saw from the 
ship was a burning oil well. Now you have 
found it.” 

“Full of black smoke," Ole added gloom- 
ily. “Probably all, the oil is burning away.” 

"No, idiot,” the Captain replied, “or you 
would have seen flames.” 

“I suppose it was just smouldering?” Ole 
suggested with a nasty touch of irony. » 

“Oh, undoubtedly,” the Captain sneered. 
“The obvious, practical solution always 
escapes your colossal mind. Can’t you see 
it? That smoke is simply what has settled 
down after the fire went out.” 

“And burned up all the oil,” the pessi- 
mist supplemented. 

“Oh, shut up. If what he says is true. 
Doctor, isn’t there likely to be more oil 
under the floor of that hole in the rock?” 

“I’ll tell you when I see the floor.” 

“Well, whatever theory you and he may 
hatch between you I'm going to tear up 
an acre or two of what’s left of that floor 
with dynamite. Tomorrow we begin pack- 
ing my part of the show to the circus tent.” 

B efore sunrise the next morning Edith 
and Ole were stirring in preparation 
for their trip. They were off with the first 
ray. The Captain having assured Lane 
that the cold, windless spell was certain 
to continue, Edith coaxed her father into 
giving his consent at the last minute. She 
departed with the Captain’s heartfelt 
blessing and hls'best thermos bottle full of 
hot chocolate. 'What souvenir the blessed 
girl might bring back to him today he 
could only speculate, but he hoped it would 
be another oil well of even vaster dimen- 
sions than her first. 

What Edith and Ole expected to find 
on their private expedition they kept to 
themselves. Neither had the least suspi- 
cion of the handsome surprise which Na- 
ture had generously prepared for their 
welcome. 

Turning sharply to the west as soon as 
the airplane lost sight of the ship, Edith 
steered a straight line toward her find. 
Ole as navigator gave her the signals keep- 
ing her on the course. She made the pro- 
peller hum. Not being interested in the 
dreary Antarctic landscape she shot over 
it at a hundred and twenty miles an hour, 
which was the limit of the machine’s 
capacity. 

The dim blue line on the horizon raced 
forward to meet them. Slackening her 
speed to eighty miles an hour Edith 
spiralled down like a seagull. Reaching the 
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level of the lip she circled for a turn near 
the precipitous wall and then, to Ole’s hor- 
ror, made a nose dive for the bottom 
of that vast well. Cutting out the engine 
presently she tilted to forty-five degrees, 
and glided down, down to the sunlight 
of the blue plain below. . 

“Where are we going?” Ole gibbered in 
his fright. 

“Down there, of course. It looks nice and 
sunny. I’m half frozen.” 

“What if we can’t land?” 

“Then we must fiy out again.” 

“But suppose something goes wrong with 
the engine?” 

“Then we shall be a pair of scrambled 
eggs with no toast, but only the hard 
ground, beneath us.” 

The sunlight swam up to meet them, 
and to their astonished eyes was revealed 
an azure river winding through a green 
plain. Dropping lower they saw the huge 
trees rush out, and then, farther away, 
the innumerable silvery plumes of the 
pampas grass undulating to the warm 
breeze. Entranced they saw the long bil- 
lows of light rising and falling like the 
swell of a silver tide. Here, sunk deep in 
the icy heart of the Antarctic Continent 
lay a paradise of flowing water and lux- 
uriant vegetation. 

Accepting it for what it was they flew 
on in silence, looking for a spot to land. 
For once Ole was without a theory. Later 
he hatched several. The probable solu- 
tion of the mystery was not, however, his 
work alone. Drake supplied the egg; Ole 
merely brooded on it and gave it wings 
wherewith to soar. 

The dense vegetation by the river 
thinned here and there into rolling mead- 
ows of lush grass. 'They flew over these, 
seeking more level ground for a landing. 
At least they spied what they sought, a 
long sandy spit cleaving a still blue bay 
in the river. 

They made a perfect landing. Then, 
when they stood with their numbed feet on 
the warm sand they realized the wonder 
of the place and its beauty. They were 
almost in the centre of the vast well. 
Twenty-five miles distant in whatever di- 
rection they looked towered up the sheer 
blue cliffs fifteen thousand feet above the 
floor of the valley. 

Age-old ice bound the brows of those' 
precipices, and over the circular opening, 
to the sky howled the winter blizzards of, 
the Antarctic, powerless to freeze the water’ 
In this blue river or blight the tenderest 
flowers of the valley’s perpetual spring. Byf 
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what miracle had time preserved this deep 
garden against the advancing cold? Dy- 
ing ages had piled on the once tropical 
regions above a crushing desolation of ice 
a thousand feet thick. While overhead 
the yelling gales of winter warred against 
themselves with whirlwinds of frozen sleet 
and splintered shafts of clanging ice, only 
rain fell through this mild atmosphere 
above the valley. How had this spot, this 
very heart of a forgotten paradise re- 
tained its life-giving warmth, while all 
about lay the stark body of life frozen 
cold in the death of ages? Or had it al- 
ways been as they now saw it? These were 
questions which they could only ask them- 
selves but not answer. 

“This is more beautiful than a California 
valley,” Edith sighed, “and on a far grand- 
er scale than any of them. No other valley 
in the world is an almost perfect circle 
like this one, nor is there another with 
cliffs like those to shelter it. Those walls 
are three miles high.” 

T hey strolled off the sandy spit to ascend 
a little knoll whence they might obtain 
a view of the whole valley. Not until they 
had been walking about five minutes did 
they notice the oppressive discomfort of 
locomotion. Thinking that it must be due 
to their own thawing out in this mild air 
after the long flight through zero tempera- 
ture, they took off their heavy sealskin 
coats. Twenty steps farther they shed 
their sheepskin tunics. Another ten yards 
and they stripped their jaegers. 

“I know what it is,” Ole exclaimed, not 
stopping to do his theorizing. “We are two 
and four-fifths miles below the surface 
of the earth, aren’t we?” 

“Three,” said Edith. “But it’s too stuffy 
to argue. Go on.” 

“Then we are at the bottom of a mine. 
I mean,” he explained laboriously, “it is 
just as if we were at the bottom of a mine. 
All that air is crushing us.” 

At the crest of the hill they flung them- 
selves panting on the thick, mossy grass. 

“I shall never growl at the cold again,” 
Edith declared. “This place must be like a 
steam bath when the sky is clouded up 
over the opening.” 

As she stood up to shake on her sealskin 
a darker blue stain on the azure of the 
distant wall caught her eye. Looking in- 
tently at the deeper blue she imagined 
that she could see clear through the vast 
cliffs into a dim azure world beyond. Then 
dismissing the illusion with a laugh at 
her own fancifulness she started slightly 
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at a new aspect of the shadow.' It was in 
the form of a perfect arch at least three 
thousand feet high. Ole’s remark about 
the miners burrowing out sideways when 
the heat grew unendurable stuck in her 
mind with an odd persistence. What if 
this were an old mine, disused since a mil- 
lion years before the dawn of history? 

“What do you see?” Ole demanded 
nervously. He was struggling with his 
heavy tunic. 

“Nothing. But you have a look. What 
is that shadow on the cliffs over there?” 

Ole stared long and hard. His seaman’s 
eyes made out no more than had Edith’s. 
Not wishing to commit himself to an un- 
tenable theory he wheeled slowly round, 
searching the whole hundred and sixty 
mile precipice. 

“There is another,” he began cautiously, 
“three points east of south.” 

“Yes,” said Edith, “and I have counted 
four more. That makes six in all. Let’s 
investigate.” 

“Right, Miss Lane. I'm with you.” 

Their lassitude vanished at the prospect 
of adventure. Joining hands they raced 
down the little hill by a shortcut which 
would take them through a clump of high 
bushes directly to the airplane. Laughing 
like a pair of children off for a picnic 
they romped into the shade. 

Suddenly a huge gray boulder blocking 
their path came to life with an earth- 
shaking screech. Edith screamed and clung 
to Ole, He stood frozen in his tracks, 
paralyzed with terror. 

How they ever reached the plane they 
were unable afterwards to recall. Edith 
remembers being thrown in bodily by Ole. 
He only has a blurred memory of crank- 
ing the propeller, climbing and kicking 
madly at the evid red eyes in a hideous 
serpent head that shot up after him on 
a massive thirty foot neck. He swears that 
he struck one glaring red eye just before 
the motor lifted and the heavy bodied 
brute "flopped on its belly in the sand, 
fanning the air with the vast spread of 
its ineffectual, bat-like membranes. 

T O THE Captain’s anxious inquiries the 
fliers replied that they had returned 
early on account of the cold. Although 
sorely disappointed that Edith had not 
discovered another oil-hole for him, 
Anderson said nothing. He contented him- 
self with putting Ole to the dirtiest job 
in sight. Lane was far inland, superintend- 
ing the caching of stores. Drake had gone 
off somewhere to exercise his beloved dogs. 


Edith and Ole conspired to keep their 
find to themselves until they should have 
explored it thoroughly. They began to re- 
gret their panicky flight straight back to 
the ship. Tomorrow, however, they would 
keep -their nerve and spend a heavenly day 
investigating the abode of the dragon. A 
landing in the open should be sufficient 
protection from a surprise. By avoiding 
clumps of brush, rock piles and pampas 
they might see much before being chased. 

That evening they gathered in the Cap- 
tain’s cabin. The Doctor, having unpacked 
his scientific paraphernalia, was absorbed 
in an attempt to analyze the green venorn 
which he had collected from the giant rep- 
tile on the beach. The scanty equipment 
proving insufficient he put away his test 
tubes with a sigh of disappointment. 

“I shall have to wait for a living vic- 
tim.” 

“Let me see your flask. Doctor,” Ole 
begged. 

“Have you a theory?” the Doctor 
laughed, handing over the pint of thick, 
evil, green fluid. 

“Not this time. But I have a knife.” 

To the astonishment of the party Ole 
proceeded to anoint the eight-inch blade 
of his murderous knife with the sticky 
green venom. 

“There,” he said complacently, brandish- 
ing the knife to dry it, “nobody gets fresh 
with me any more.” 

Edith, rose to retire. As she went out she 
shot Ole a significant glance. Mumbling 
an excuse he followed her. 

“Why not take a revolver tomorrow?” 
she whispered. 

“No use. I couldn’t hit the side of the 
ship at ten yards.” 

“But suppose we do get caught again? 
The stuff may take hours to act. I doubt 
whether it is a poison at all. Father really 
knows nothing about it.” 

‘ “What can we do? A guess is better than 
nothing. Besides, I don’t mean to get 
caught.” 

“Neither do I. Oh, that awful brute. I 
shall have a ghastly,- nightmare. Good- 
night, Ole.” 

They were off at sunrise in the sting- 
ing cold. Drake for a spell at breakfast 
had grown quite peevish, not to say pro- 
fanely rude, when Ole harmlessly asked 
him to pass the butter. The memory of 
what Drake had said was food and warmth 
to Edith on the freezing spin south. Hav- 
ing nothing to cheer him but the shadowy 
prospect of sticking an overdeveloped liz- 
ard with wings in the gullet, Ole froze. It 
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was with reckless relief that he shed his 
sealskin when at last they landed. 

Today they had come down in the centre 
of a five mile meadow. Unless the enemy 
flew they were safe. 

Ole had brought the Captain’s strongest 
binoculars. With these he now slowly 
swept every mile of the vast precipice, 
blue In the hazy distance. On each of the 
six sapphire shadows he lingered a full 
flve minutes. The dim shadows, he de- 
cided, might be weather stains on the cllfls. 
If nothing more a three' thousand foot 
stain should be very well worth investigat- 
ing. 

"You take a look. Miss Lane," he told her. 

"Those are caves full of mist,” she said 
decisively, handing back the glasses. 
"Which one shall we try first?” 

"The nearest. That one to the south- 
east. If we don’t like what we find this 
is a good place to fall back on.” 

"You think we may wish to turn tail 
in a hurry?” 

"We can’t tell;” he said uneasily. "I am 
no coward.” 

"Of course you are not. Neither am I. 
Shall we go?” 

"My eyes are better than yours. Miss 
Lane. Remember, I have been half my life 
at sea.” 

"Well?” 

"I thought I saw things moving at the 
base of those cliffs. They were only shad- 
ows.” 

"Afraid of a shadow. Ole?” 

"Yes,” he admitted frankly. "Show me 
something real and I’ll fight it like the 
next man. Put me up against a nightmare 
the devil himself never dreamed of and 
my legs turn to water. Now you know how 
I feel." 

Impressed by his outspokenness she held 
out her hand for the glasses. Long and 
curiously she searched the base of the 
cliff. 

"I believe you are right. There is some- 
thing over there at the foot of the preci- 
pice. How far away from it are we?” she 
asked. 

"About twenty-three miles.” 

“Even if the shadow were an elephant’s 
we couldn’t make it out at that distance.” 

"Not with these glasses,” he admitted. 

"Has it struck you that those moving 
things can’t possibly be shadows?” 

"Why not?” he queried nervously. 

"Because that whole sector of the cliffs 
is itself in deep shadow.” 

"I hadn’t thought of that,” the unprac- 
tical builder of theories admitted. 


P jYING as slowly as was possible they 
cautiously approached the mysterious 
stain on the southeastern wall. At that 
hour of the morning the shadow of the 
precipice lay in a great blue crescent on 
the valley before them. Soon entering the 
shadow they experienced a sudden drop 
in spirits. To the superstitious Ole the 
semi-twilight was a gloomy omen of dis- 
aster. 

Edith began to wish she had been less 
daring. Hating to back out after her bold 
front to Ole she kept her forebodings to 
herself. Nevertheless she had a strong 
premonition of trouble. The thought that 
the motor might fail them at a critical 
moment almost made her sick. Swallow- 
ing hard she anxiously scanned the ter- 
rain for a safe landing place. To her joy 
she observed a gentle three mile grassy 
slope from the base of the precipice to 
the edge of the pampas. 

They were now near enough to make 
out the nature of the stain. It was indeed 
what they had first guessed, a colossal 
archway over half a mile high in the face 
of the sheer cliff. Smoky with blue mist 
it might have been either a huge cave or 
the entrance to a tunnel under the conti- 
nent. If the, latter, Edith made a sudden 
resolution to explore it to the end — some 
day. At present she felt too shaky. 

They were now within flve miles of the 
cliffs. Although it was not exactly a sane 
proceeding, they changed places in mid- 
air. Ole now became the pilot and Edith 
the observer. 

Her first observation stopped her heart 
for two sickening seconds. The green slope 
at the base of the cliffs was a crawling den 
of gigantic monsters. The huge, torpid 
beasts blundered and crawled over one 
another’s sluggish carcasses like blind sal- 
amanders. Evidently they were Just awak- 
ening to greet the sunlight which in a few 
hours would stir them into activity. The 
vast cave or tunnel no doubt was their 
den and breeding place. 

The droning roar of the propeller roused 
the lethargic brutes to a trumpeting rage. 
A hideous forest of writhing necks shot 
up; flat, brainless heads swayed up to spit 
their hatred and 'their venom at the 
breaker of their bestial sloth, and the ob- 
scene red membranes of the huge brutes’ 
aborted wings clattered impotently against 
their bloated bodies. The fetid stench of 
their breath mingling with the reek of 
their foul lair defiled the morning with an 
unforgettable sickness. A flashing vision 
of innumerable eyes red with brainless 
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ferocity, a din of yellowed fangs clashing 
after their unattainable prey, the pene- 
trating breath of a living decay, and the 
hideous flight was a memory. 

Was Hanson insane? Again Edith 
shrieked as he shot full speed into the 
blue mists of the cavern. Shutting her 
eyes she instinctively braced herself for 
the obliterating crash. 

It never came. Whether or not she 
fainted she doesn’t know. Ole swears she 
did. 

W HEN she opened her eyes she thought 
for one wild moment that she was in 
hell. The blue mists had given way to a 
rapidly flickering crimson glow. The op- 
pressive heat all but stifled her. Great 
gushers of flame thundering up from the 
floor of the vast tunnel flattened and 
curled in fronded fire over the arched rock 
half a mile above. Down the endless dis- 
tance colonnades of pillared flames dwin- 
dled in vistas of alluring terror, enticing 
the damned to their torments. 

Ole had been less rash than he seemed. 
While Edith was taking her fill of the den 
over which they shot he, like a born navi- 
gator, was minding his own business. As 
the blue entrance of the tunnel rushed 
forward to meet him he saw that its in- 
terior was approximately straight and 
sufficiently well lighted for safe flying. 
The chance he took was negligible. A mile 
from thd entrance he sighted the first 
flaming well, and thereafter the tunnel 
became a well lighted corridor, broad and 
lofty, ideal for rapid flight. Danger of a 
collision with one of the roaring flame 
pillars was nil, the highway down the tun- 
nel being over a mile broad and the avenue 
of flame wells at least half a mile wide at 
its narrowest point. 

Those three thousand foot pillars of 
flame were absolutely without smoke. 
Ole’s reasonable theory — ^inadequate, as 
later events proved — ^made them vast nat- 
ural gas jets. He recalled that there are 
on record in Asia oilwells and escapes of 
natural gas which have been flaming con- 
tinuously for over two thousand years. 
Therefore, he said, this probably was the 
same sort of thing on a much grander 
scale. The age-long action of water open- 
ing Assures in the rocks had first let vents 
into the subterranean oil and gas reser- 
voirs. Then the heat of chemical reactions 
between the water and minerals in the 
rocks had ignited the gas. This detail of 
his theory led him seriously astray. Had 
he chanced upon the true explanation of 


how those gas pillars took fire — which any 
competent physicist would have guessed 
at once from the peculiar behavior of the 
flames over the blowholes which Ander- 
son had discovered — he would not have 
rushed like a fool into the trap which 
nature had prepared for him. 

Granting the ignition of the gas the 
astute Ole reflected that the rest of the 
inferno explained itself. Intense heat and 
the constant high pressure of escaping gas 
had enlarged the first vents into huge 
circular wells, up which the solid flames 
shot until they impinged on the rock roof 
three thousand feet above. Doubtless, he 
reflected, the red hot rocks up there were 
constantly flaking. In time an avenue of 
blowholes would burst through the roof of 
rock and ice for some later explorer, far 
in the future, to find and wonder over. 
He inferred naturally that under Ander- 
son’s trough of blowholes there probably 
extended another vast tunnel through the 
solid rock. The six shadowy arches which 
he and Edith had observed on the wall of 
their circular valley no doubt were all of 
one kind. The continent must be, in this 
strange region, a vast rabbit warren with 
tunnels branching in all directions, some 
even to the sea. 

A t this point of his meditations Ole ex- 
perienced his first qualm. Those other 
blowholes onto which the party had blun- 
dered differed in one significant respect 
from those which the future explorer of 
his musings was to discover. The escape 
of gas and flames through the first was 
intermittent and its period strangely reg- 
ular. The periodicity of the first blowholes 
was the disturbing peculiarity. These 
gushing wells of fire in the tunnel seemed 
to be continuous. Did they ever go out 
like the others? Ole’s imagination leapt 
ahead of the racing machine. What if 
those pillared flames should suddenly drop 
down their vents and disappear? In the 
dark he must smash himself against the 
tunnel wall like a ripe tomato. 

This squeamish reflection passed from 
his mind to make way for another. One 
detail of his inadequate blowhole theory 
received a sudden and disconcerting con- 
firmation. Half a ton of red hot rock shat- 
tered itself with a crash on the floor of the 
tunnel not a hundred yards to the right of 
his course. The whole roof must be crack- 
ing Under the fierce bombardment of 
flames from those thousands of gigantic 
blast furnaces. 

For the first time he now noticed the 
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stifling heat of the tunnel. The rushing 
air positively scorched. What if his petrol 
tank should explode? And what if a red 
hot fragment of stone set fire to the air- 
plane? Ole began to sweat from a com- 
bination of too many clothes, too much 
heat and too little nerve. He was not hav- 
ing the best time in the world. Neverthe- 
less he shot on like a courageous fool at a 
hundred and twenty miles an hour down 
that vast tunnel into the bowels of the 
earth. 

The air in the tunnel began to grow 
faintly smoky. They were now over an 
hour from the entrance. Consequently at 
least a hundred and twenty miles lay be- 
tween them and daylight. 

The same thought occurred to the pair; 
they should now be nearing the vicinity of 
the smoke-filled crater which they had 
discovered first. Theorizing rapidly Ole 
concluded that the tunnel joined these 
two, the ruined crater and the vast de- 
pression still green as a paradise. Doubt- 
less the explosion of a huge reservoir of 
oil beneath the first had sent its floor sky- 
ward to litter the surrounding desolation 
with chunks of black rock. Then,' he spec- 
ulated, had the first also been a den of 
prehistoric monsters — or, as Lane main- 
tained, botched imitations of such — be- 
fore its destruction? It had. 

The verification of Ole’s speculation was 
twofold and twice convincing. Like a dead 
memory from a forgotten existence a nau- 
seating stench assailed their nostrils. 
They remembered that moonlit night on 
the Antarctic ocean and the soul destroy- 
ing pollution from the beach of monsters. 

P RESENTLY through the thickening 
smoke they saw the shambles. The 
tunnel was all but blocked by the rotting 
carcasses of huge brutes which had tram- 
peled one another to pulp in their panic 
to escape the fumes which finally suffo-. 
cated their multitudes. 

Cutting out the engine Ole glided toward 
the mountain of decay. Just as he turned 
the plane to escape from the immense 
corruption he spied the second confirma- 
tion of his theory. 

Great, slow-moving brutes, each the 
bulk of three full grown hippopotami, 
mailed in horn and with a ridge of jagged 
armor sticking up along their spines from 
the flat, broad head to the tip of the thir- 
ty-foot tail, were crawling like huge newts 
over the rotting mountain, or splashing 
heavily through the foul brown ooze from 
its base. 


These gigantic scavengers took ho no- 
tice of the Intruders, continuing with 
voracity their filthy feasts. The whole de- 
caying pile crawled with them. Their 
number could only be guessed, for the end 
of the tunnel was Invisible through the 
murky smoke. For all the explorers defi- 
nitely knew, they might be one mile or 
twenty from the ruined crater. 

They decided it was time to fly. Both 
felt faint from the awful stench. Ole let 
out the engine to its limit. The sudden 
roar startled a flapping horde of lesser 
scavengers which, they had not seen. Be- 
ing almost the color of their obscene food 
these had escaped notice in the murky 
light. They now arose in thousands, cloud 
upon cloud of long-necked reptilian 
“birds” with the wings of bats. From tip 
to tip the spread of their leathery mem- 
branes averaged a good eight feet, and on 
each six-foot neck a grinning head the 
size of a horse's stretched hungrily for- 
ward. Hard round eyes like those of gi- 
gantic serpents stared stonily at the in- 
truders, estimating their value as food. 
The six-inch teeth clashing aimlessly at 
nothing filled the air with a hideous ca- 
cophony. 

Either their own foul banquet was more 
to their taste or the reptilian birds were 
by nature peace loving scavengers averse 
to combat, for they contented themselves 
with flapping round and round this un- 
known bird of the twentieth century. 
Their lineage went back millions of years; 
this parvenu was an infant yesterday. 
With hard stares of contempt they circled 
back in wide spirals to their interrupted 
repast. 

Thanking Heaven for this deliverance, 
Edith breathed again. But her thanks 
were premature. A strangely familiar 
rumbling was but the prelude to a remem- 
bered thunder of subterranean explosions. 
She knew what was coming. 

So did Ole. Anticipating it he cut out 
the engine and dipped gradually. Taking 
the desperate chance that no considerable 
mass of shattered rock littered the floor 
immediately ahead he brought the plane 
down. 

Luck favored him. They came to rest 
whole on the rocky floor. 

They climbed hastily out. The jarring 
under their feet all but threw them pros- 
trate. They heard the sudden suction of 
the rushing whirlwinds rushing down to 
the subterranean chambers, and saw what 
they dreaded. As if struggling for their 
life with the demon winds the pillars of 
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descending flame quivered for an instant 
in mid air. Then with a kneeling roar they 
disappeared in absolute night down the 
wells. 

CHAPTER VII 

THE BEVIL CHICK 

A n hour in the impenetrable darkness 
of that suffocating stench was a hun- 
dred years long. Unfortunately Ole 
had a liberal supply of matches. Under 
ordinary trials these would have been a 
godsend. Here they proved an exceedingly 
cunning gift from the devil. 

The instant the terrific jarring ceased 
Ole lit his first match. It was just half 
past eleven in the morning. Five hours 
before he and Edith had been enjoying an 
extensive breakfast. For lunch they now 
had nothing but the air, such as it was. 
They had given up the attempt to eat 
their sandwiches after the first mouthful. 
The meat tasted like carrion, and the 
bread had made of itself a sponge to soak 
up all the noisomeness of that foul sham- 
bles. 

They climbed baek into the machine to 
await the next earthquake and the rekin- 
dling of the gas wells. To pass the time 
Ole theorized and struck matches every 
five minutes. The brief light showed him a 
set white face, the large brown eyes with 
their dilated pupils almost black, and the 
resolute, finely shaped mouth compressed 
in a firm bow. The girl, he admitted to 
himself, was sticking it like a hero. He 
had expected her to blubber. 

“I have been wondering,” she said about 
the fifth match, "how we are to get out of 
this beastly tunnel if the darkness contin- 
ues for, say a week.” She laughed ruefully. 
“ ‘Beastly’ is right in more ways than one. 
The smell is beastly, there is a hideous den 
of prehistoric beasts at the less obscene 
end of this filthy burrow, and a stinking 
mountain of dead beasts blocking the back 
door. Suppose we do have, to walk out, 
which way shall we go? All those scaven- 
gers and hideous bird things are behind 
us too.” * 

“Whatever happens,” he replied with 
savage conviction, “I am not going to walk. 
To the living devils it is a hundred and 
twenty miles. What kind of a fool would 
walk that far to be torn to pieces? Espe- 
cially on an empty stomach?” 

“Not my kind,” she admitted ruefully 
enough. 

“And do you think I’m going to swim 


through those miles of muck behind us?” 

She shuddered. “I couldn’t go that way 
even if those vile creatures and the huge 
crawling brutes weren’t there.” 

“No more could I. No, I shall not walk.” 

“Then if the wells have gone out for 
good we must stay here forever.” 

“We can fly,” he asserted. 

“And smash ourselves in the dark like a 
pair of goose eggs. I can think of nothing 
stupider than two unhatched geese unless 
it be three.” 

“Well, isn’t a quick smash better than 
slow rotting? It wouldn’t be suicide,” he 
added to pacify his conscience, “because 
we should be doing it on the chance of 
saving our lives.” 

"Yes, a quick death is better. I wonder 
if I shall ever see my father again. And 
my garden, and the dear cats in San 
Francisco. . .” 

Ole was touched. The poor kid was 
going to cry. He struck a match. Her eyes 
had grown larger and darker, but there 
were no' tears. After all she was a brick. 

“Listen,” he said, “I have a theory.” 

“If it’s as depressing as the rest of this 
nightmare please keep it to yourself.” 

“But it isn’t. You remember how long 
it was between blowoffs at those holes the 
other day?” 

“About thirteen minutes.” 

“And the flames only lasted a few min- 
utes after they caught. Now those jets in 
here were going full blast for over an hour. 
Suppose they had been going for a full 
day when we flew in.” 

“I’ll suppose it. What then?” 

“They will light up again as the others 
did. But not for a much longer time.” 

"A week, perhaps? We shall suffocate 
long before we see.” 

“No. The same cause must be at the bot- 
tom of those flame holes and these.” 

“And that cause may operate only once 
a month, once a year, or once a century 
for all we know. The next flare may light 
our bones.” 

“For two reasons I say no. The first is 
practical, the second is theory. First, those 
bat birds have eyes. They can see. I know 
that is so from the way they glared at us. 
Now animals that can see don’t stay long 
away from the light.” 

“Ole, all that you say may be true. But 
there is probably a back door to this tun- 
nel, and those filthy things just swoop in 
here to feed. When they are gorged they 
flap out again to roost in their dens. They 
get all the fresh air and sunshine they 
need in their rookeries.” 
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“I hadn’t thought of that. Still, having 
eyes they must be used to seeing their 
food.” 

“Eyes for such creatures in this stinking 
place are an ornament of luxury. They 
have nostrils. I saw them myself — two 
holes on the snout like a snake’s.” 

“Well, listen now to my theory. You 
can’t knock out that, any way, because it 
is all pure reason.” 

H e lit another match. Her eyes were 
fixed straight ahead on the impene- 
trable soot. The match died. 

“Why do these blowholes come and go?” 
he continued. “Why don’t they shoot off 
burning gas all the time?” 

“Is it a riddle?” 

“Not for me,” Ole replied proudly, lavish- 
ing two matches on the Invisible stench. 
“I give it up. What’s the answer?” 

“The moon.” 

She wondered if she could climb out un- 
noticed by the theorizer. Poor Ole; his 
mind must suddenly have given way. She 
was sorry for him, but sorrier for herself. 
A lunatic on top of her other troubles 
would be too much. 

“Where are you going?” Ole demanded. 
The flaring match revealed a scared pair 
of eyes searching his. Edith had started 
to climb down. 

“I thought you had gone crazy,” she 
said, climbing back just as the match ex- 
pired and burnt Ole’s fingers. “But you 
seem no more insane than usual. Go on 
vdth your theory.” 

“The moon does it all. Really it is quite 
simple when you get the idea. As a prac- 
tical seaman I know how the moon raises 
the tides — they follow it round the earth. 
The moon attracts the water. Then a big 
heap of water gathers in the middle of 
the sea, and the bulge then follows the 
moon.” 

“I wish I could follow you.” 

“When the moon gets so far ahead that 
the bulge can’t keep up the tide falls. 
When the bulge sweeps over a place it is 
high tide there. Anyhow that’s something 
like it. 

“Now my theory is,” he said more ra- 
tionally, “that there is a vast tank of oil 
— ^perhaps several — under the whole re- 
gion.” 

“Won’t Captain Anderson be pleased to 
hear that? I’m glad somebody will be hap- 
py in all this mess.” 

“Not all oil, perhaps. I think it may be 
floating on salt water.” 

“I wish it were carbolic acid.” 


“Now when the moon raises a tide on all 
that oil it rushes through the underground 
galleries of this continent and forces up 
all the collected gases of twenty- four hours 
through the blowholes.” 

“And somebody is waiting to set a match 
to it,' I suppose?” 

“You mean how does it catch fire?” 

For a moment the inventive Ole was 
badly stumped. Then his chambered mind 
gave up its buried reminiscences: all gases 
when compressed get hot. Compress them 
far enough and they get red hot. 

“Compression.” he answered offhanded- 
ly, as if the effort had cost him no labor. 
“Compression heats up the gas. When the 
wave passes it presses the gas into a small 
volume next to the roof. ’That makes it red 
hot. Then it escapes through the blow- 
holes. Friction on the sides makes it hot- 
ter still. Of course it catches fire — high up 
in the air, high enough so the rush of 
escaping gas can’t blow out the flame. It 
couldn’t light up, could it, before it reached 
the air? Then the tide falls, air has to 
rush in to All up the place left by the 
falling oil and water, and the flames are 
sucked down.” 

“Tides don’t rise and fall every thirteen 
minutes. Your theory is up the spout.” 

“My theory is irrefutable. Of course 
tides don’t happen every thirteen minutes. 
But haven’t you ever seen the way the 
water swings back and forth, up and down, 
when you set it going in a long bathtub? 

“When the tide rushes into some vast 
underground cavern, half filling it, big 
waves must be set up travelling back and 
forth, up and down along the trough. 
Suppose the wave comes in by a long tun- 
nel into a vast hole, and has to squeeze 
out by another tunnel. In trying to squeeze 
out all at once the waves will be started at 
the wall above the tunnel. And all the 
time the hole is filling up, compressing the 
gas against the roof. Now suppose it takes 
a wave thirteen minutes to run the length 
of the underground tank. Then it wiU 
force up the gases at a particular place 
once every thirteen minutes. 

66 A S it passes the place,” he want on 

xA-with enthusiasm that fed upon it- 
self, “the air will be sucked down again. 
That explains our first blowholes. Now 
for these. The tank under them must be 
much longer. 'The waves therefore take a 
longer time to pass under. It follows that 
the flame jets will bum much longer. 
Which was to be proved.” 

“You have proved also,” she pointed out. 
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“that the flame pillars will be dead for 
half an eternity. We must wait at least 
until the next full moon raises the gas for ^ 
our torches. And by then we shall be in 
Heaven — I hope.” 

“No, I think every tide must raise the 
gas enough, to send up a flame. Of course 
at full moon the flame will be hotter and 
last much longer.” 

“And where does your blessed salt water 
come from to float the oil and gas and 
raise the tides?” 

“Where, all salt water comes from— the 
iea.” 

“These tunnels, or others like them — 
bigger and longer, of course — ^must stretch 
far out under the floor of the Antarctic 
ocean.” 

He became encyclopaedic, explaining 
how, gradually weakening under the pres- 
sure and seeping of ages of water, the 
bottom of things aqueous had suddenly 
given way letting the ocean burst down to 
the subterranean fires, flooding them and 
the innumerable tunnels. This, he said, 
accounted for everything. The oily stew 
of prehistoric monsters which he and the 
Captain had witnessed was merely the 
backwash, the jetsam of the sudden deluge 
which had drowned out perhaps a dozen 
of the interconnected paradises such as 
the one Edith and he had discovered. 
Some day the floor of the unruined one 
would give way too and there would be 
=another grand boiling up of monsters 
somewhere between South Georgia and 
Cape Horn. Or the accumulating gas un- 
der its rock bottom might suddenly hurl it 
skyward at some tide higher than the 
usual one. 

The origin of these vast tunnels and 
semitropical paradises in the frozen conti- 
nent he was yet unable to explain. At 
them his theory balked, baffled. He doubt- 
ed now whether the monsters of ’ the stew 
had been so recently dead as he and An- 
derson imagined. Their freshness and the 
still uricoagulated blood of the baby devil 
they had fished up could be rationally ex- 
plained on a twenty-four hour immersion 
in warm oil and water. 

Theorizing thus freely Ole was happy 
despite the ever present, all enveloping, 
stinking darkness. Edith’s respectful si- 
lence flattered him. He outdid himself. 
Never before had he lectured to an audi- 
ence so sympathetically appreciative. Dur- 
ing his interminable harangue he forgot 
even to strike a match. When finally he 
did, Edith’s eyes were closed. She was fast 
asleep. 


A lthough deeply chagrined Ole con- 
siderately let her sleep. Taking out his 
pipe he rammed it full of twist. The 
coarsely cut tobacco refusing to burn he 
reached into his pocket for his knife. Only 
when he was about to cut up the tobacco 
in his palm did he remember what he had 
done to the blade. In a cold sweat he 
closed the knife and returned it to his 
pocket. A scratch, for all he knew, might 
be deadlier than the fangs of a hundred 
cobras. Anyway he would take no chances 
of a slip in the dark. 

Refilling his pipe he tried again to 
smoke. Finally he compromised at the 
rate of a match to a puff. It became a 
continuous performance. The tobacco in 
that smoke-fouled atmosphere reeking 
with an unspeakable corruption lacked the 
rich, nutty flavor emphasized by the bill- 
boards, yet it was some consolation. The 
matches, especially their heads, tasted 
even better than the tobacco smoke. 

The devil betrayed him just as he 
broached the fourth box of matches. He 
became aware of a wet, dragging noise. 
Instantly he had a theory that made him 
sick. Those filthy scavengers also had 
eyes. Not only the bat-birds were by na- 
ture lovers of the light. One of those huge 
foul brutes, dripping corruption at every 
move, was wallowing toward Ole’s friendly 
little beacon in the universal darkness. 

The noise stopped. Then a measured 
slopping announced that the filthy mon- 
ster had paused to lick itself. Having 
swabbed off its lunch, or having performed 
its unseemly toilette, it sighed prodigiously 
and rattled the grating armor of its horny 
scales. Once more there was silence. 

Presently a hideous rasping proclaimed 
that the obscenity was scratching its par- 
asites. Again it sighed heavily, profoundly. 
The companionable candle of its quest 
was perhaps but the disordered illusion 
of an overloaded stomach. A long-winded, 
slobbering belch automatically begot and 
confirmed this hypothesis in Ole’s para- 
lyzed brain. He struck no more matches. 

Should he Wake Edith? If she made any 
sound the monster must find .them. On 
the other hand if she woke suddenly when 
the beast had crawled closer, as it might, 
she would go mad from terror and be 
unmanageable. He decided to rouse her 
as gently as possible. 

“What is it?” she said, and remembered. 
“Oh—” 

He clapped his hand over her mouth. 
Again thinking him demented she strug- 
gled violently. 
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“Danger,” he whispered in her ear. “Be 
quiet.” 

All her muscles tensed, she instantly be- 
came still. Then she heard the dragging 
shuffle of some ponderous body approach- 
ing the airplane. In a flash she realized 
what was upon them. 

“Your knife,” she whispered. 

He opened the blade. Of what use was 
this toy against a mailed brute weighing 
over a hundred tons? Yet it was his one 
weapon, and instinct compelled him to be 
ready for his feeble best. 

The creature heard their movements. 
Its lurching drag, bringing with it a 
leprosy of smells, quickened. It was 
abreast of them, on Edith’s side. Was it 
going past the machine? In the sooty 
darkness the brute blundered forward. 
Its horny side rasped and rocked the 
plane, all but upsetting it. 

For some seconds the slow brain of the 
brute failed to interpret the unusual sen- 
sations. Then it registered, and the foul 
monster squatted. The plane tipped side- 
ways. A foot higher and it must capsize. 

The dull brain proving Inadequate for 
its problem, the huge brute resumed its 
wallowing progress. Presently, to Judge by 
the sounds, it turned at right angles to the 
line of the machine, slewed round on its 
belly, and squatted. Was its head or its 
tail near them? And in which position 
could it hear the better? They soon 
learned. 

One or other of the occupants of the 
machine moved slightly and something 
creaked. For some ten seconds the brute 
took no notice. Then, the significance of 
the noise penetrating its ganglia, the mon- 
ster moved slightly forward, directly 
toward Edith’s side of the plane. 

“Quick!” she cried, “the knife! Light!” 

A cold breath, unutterably foul, blasted 
her own and extinguished Ole’s half 
handful of matches. But the flare had 
shown her where to aim. With her whole 
body she struck at the brute’s eye. The 
keen eight-inch blade cut it like a jelly. 
Her hand plunged into the slit, burying 
the knife. 

No injury to the slow-witted creature’s 
eye alone could account for the terrible 
sound which tore the silence of the tunnel 
to tatters of screaming agony. The green 
paste on the blade was indeed a venom. 
It had shot along the blood vessels and the 
optic nerve directly to the monster’s brain. 

Its every nerve was in hell. In its excru- 
ciating agony it bounded furiously about 
the tunnel, missing the plane by bare 



Ole smarted to lug the kicking baby monster 
toward the plane . « • 
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yards, and thundering down from Its con- 
vulsive leaps in a writhing mass of tor- 
ment that shook the very rocks. 

No human being could hear those terri- 
ble screams without pity. In the minute 
and a half that it lived the wretched thing 
suffered all the agonies of all the hells 
imagined by human beings since the be- 
ginning of the world. 

With a last shivering yell of absolute 
pain it was dead. 

T heir brother’s death agonies had 
aroused the bewildered scavengers in 
a bellowing horde. Blundering into one 
another in the darkness, the monsters 
fought and screamed till the roof shook. 
And the multitude of reptilian birds, 
alarmed at the tumult, clattered down the 
black tunnel in flapping clouds, screeching 
their fright or pain where they dashed 
their brainless heads against the unseen 
walls. Their broken bodies, raining down 
on the rock floor, flapped convulsively till 
the maddened monsters trampled them to 
smears. 

Twice when a batwinged bird became 
entangled for a moment in the guy wires 
the plane jarred dizzily, and once a bel- 
lowing monster lumbering from its pursuer 
set the whole machine spinning like a top. 
Unless the pillars of fire burst forth soon 
it would be only a matter of minutes until 
the plane was splinters and the bodies of 
its occupants pulp. 

Above the jarring din they '^sensed a 
deeper tremor and a heavier reverbera- 
tion. The subterranean waves were buf- 
feting their way through the labyrinthine 
corridors beneath the tunnel. In a mo- 
ment the solid rock fioor heaved like a 
swell of the sea, the blowholes roared, and 
ten thousand pillars of flame burst thun- 
dering to the roof. 

Panic-stricken, the huge monsters scut- 
tled for their burrows in the mountain of 
corruption. On a vast scale it was the 
scurrying of a multitude of beetles when 
a board is lifted, letting down the sun on 
their secret world. 

Blinded by the sudden glare, clouds of 
the reptilian bat birds crashed against the 
walls of the tunnel, breaking heads and 
wings and necks. Most horrible of all, 
hundreds dashed directly into the pillared 
flames to be roasted alive and shot to the 
rock vault, where they exploded. Their 
steaming viscera rained upon the floor. 

Before Edith knew what he was about. 
Ole had cranked the propeller and was 
back in the machine. The impact of the 


bewildered scavenger had reversed the 
plane. 

"The shortest way,” Ole shouted, and 
headed for the shambles. 

Soaring over it, he plunged into the 
smoke and stench above. They saw now the 
cause of the dimmer light above the fes- 
tering pile. The blowholes were choked 
with the huge carcasses which had rolled 
down from the vast heap undermined by 
the feeding of the scavengers. Until the 
rushing flames could incinerate these ob- 
structions they must bell out in roses of 
fire. Heavy black smoke billowing up from 
these fierce crematories filled the narrow 
channel above the mountain of corruption 
with an indescribable foulness. 

Mile after mile they flew down the shal- 
low channel between the corruption and 
the rock roof, lighted only by the flicker- 
ing crimson reflected from the vault. 
Would it never end? Twenty miles fell 
behind them, twenty-five, and still the 
obscene bat birds rose at their approach 
to circle down to their Interrupted ban- 
quet when the droning parvenu had 
passed. 

The smoke thickened, but became less 
foul. Like a breath of heaven they recog- 
nized the reek of burning petroleum. 

A cleaner wind cut their faces. Black 
with soot, the plane shot clear of the tun- 
nel into the relatively clean night. 

They were still enveloped in billowing 
smoke, but it was not unclean. An occa- 
sional banner of crimson flame unfurling 
for a moment at the bottom of the black 
sea revealed the source of the conflagra- 
tion. A vast lake of oil was burning far 
down there on the floor of the ruined cra- 
ter. 

Rising sharply, they pierced the heaving 
smoke pall up to the wonder of sweet air 
and icy stars. 

The moon had just set. They had 
emerged into the ruined crater of their 
first discovery far west of the line along 
which they had previously fiown. 

Edith, as a rational being, assumed that 
Ole would fly straight for the ship at top 
speed. He, however, had a nobler inten- 
tion, and one which did him great credit. 
Taking the shortest air line to the jagged 
rim against the northern stars he let out 
the engine, soared over the wilderness of 
black rocks, black now as Tophet in the 
moonless night, and then, when the dim 
gray of the icy desolation swam into sight, 
cut the motor. 

"What in the name of sin are you going 
to do?” Edith demanded. 
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“I am going to land on the snowfleld be- 
yond these rocks,” 

“And what for? Are you crazy?” 

“Not crazy,” he replied solemnly, “al- 
though the scoffers would call me so. And 
why? Because I am thankful.” 

T he plane was running along the snow- 
field parallel to the outlying mass of 
jumbled rocks and about eight hundred 
yards from the nearest. 

“On my knees,” Ole announced as the 
plane came to rest, “I shall offer up thanks 
for our merciful deliverance to God.” 

“If you do any such thing in this absurd 
place I shall box your fat ears till they 
sing like all the hosts of Heaven. Don’t be 
a fool. Get on home to the ship. I’m freez- 
ing.” 

“I pray that you may not some day long 
for a lump of ice to cool your tongue.” 

And with that hypocritical intercession 
he climbed down to the frozen snow. 

“Look here, Oie,” she flung after him, “if 
you think the Creator is as big a fool as 
you are, you are jolly well mistaken. It will 
serve you right if you fall down a blowhole. 
You might at least have the decency to 
crank the propeller before you commit 
suicide.” 

But Ole had overlooked more than the 
blowholes. In so astute a theorizer his 
oversight really was unpardonable. He 
should have observed that all the monsters 
of his acquaintance were confirmed lovers 
of a mild temperature. And he should 
have reflected that such of the poor brutes ' 
as had wandered back to their ruined 
home, would naturally gather round the 
cheerful hearths. 

In short, Ole should have known that 
these heat-loving, carnivorous monsters 
would frequent the vicinity of the blow- 
holes. To be snugly out of the draughts 
they would retire between eruptions to 
their spacious lairs in the jumble of rocks, 
When the home, fires burned again they 
would emerge and gather round the blaze. 
The spells of cold between roasts would be 
excellent sharpeners of the appetite. Un- 
doubtedly the home-loving beasts were 
communists, sharing all things. When a 
journey from the cheery blowholes to the 
gloomy banquet halls of the tunnel seemed 
long and unattractive, they stayed at home 
and ate one another. 

To these simple-minded beasts the 
thankful Ole was literally a godsend. 
Their pious instincts perceived him as 
manna dropped from Heaven. It chanced 
that he had selected his uncomfortable 


spot opposite one of the poorer rookeries. 
For a week all the famished beasts had 
been of two sizes only: mere babies just; 
born and therefore still dear to their fero- 
cious mothers, and huge, agile brutes of 
approximately equal fighting abilities. All 
intermediate sizes had devoted their lives 
to the welfare of the community. 

Being of extremely low intelligence, the 
strapping survivors had not yet mastered 
the theory and practice of co-operation. 
It never entered their brainless heads that 
any two of them were more than a match 
for an unlucky third. Consequently all 
starved, whereas two-thirds of them at 
any time until the Armageddon between 
the last gigantic pair might have wallowed 
in luxury. Lacking farsighted statesmen 
they lived in armed neutrality and hunger 
until such time as the babies of the com- 
munity should develop militarism. But 
this sporadic sort of uprising furnished 
pretty lean pickings. 

Unaware of his grateful audience, Ole 
prayed vigorously. He thanked Heaven 
that the blowholes in his Immediate vicin- 
ity were not as other blowholes. These 
were orderly and quiet, the others roaring 
furnaces of the devil. He proceeded to in- 
form headquarters that he had a theory. 

“This chain of blowholes, O Lord, vents 
the gas of another tunnel. The oil tank 
under these is not connected with the tank 
under the others. Thus, O Lord, hast thou 
prepared a safe place in the wilderness 
that thy servant may give thanks unto 
Thee.” 

To say the least. Ole lacked neither 
brazen nerve nor conceit. To give Edith 
the full strength of his lecture he contin- 
ued facing her. His back, therefore, was 
toward the rookery. Nevertheless his re- 
marks carried in all directions unimpaired 
by distance in that Intensely still air. Stac- 
cato echoes from the black rocks repeated 
his vainglorious theory. The echoes even 
improved on his remarks. To Edith, trying 
not to listen, it seemed that over there in 
the rocks ■ there was a sound of sleepy 
revelry, a drowsy, incredulous chuckling 
as it were, reinforced by subdued squawks. 
The infernal brood was awake, 

C URIOUSLY watching a shadow against 
the starry sky Edith saw it move, black 
out a dazzling planet, and grow larger. 
Evidently it was not a lump of rock. A 
long neck cautiously raised itself above the 
black mass like a periscope. Having sight- 
ed its prey, the hungry head was quickly 
lowered. The black mass effaced itself on 



60 


FAMOUS FANTASTIC MYSTERIES 


the blacker slope of the rocks behind It. 

“Look out!” she cried. “It’s coming.” 

Ignoring the unseemly interruption, Ole 
theorized louder. 

“You idiot! Crank' the propeller — run 
for it!” 

“The Lord is mindful of his own,” Ole 
responded unctuously, and proceeded to 
give thanks for the fact. 

A piercing shriek from Edith brought 
him to his common sense. One glance over 
his shoulder and he was on his feet, run- 
ning as he had never run in his fat life. 
After him like a gigantic ostrich raced 
the enormous lizard on its long hind legs, 
the tail curved up like a scimitar, and the 
twenty- foot neck stretched forward to the 
elastic limit. No turkey after a hapless 
grasshopper was ever more eager.' 

Ole’s seven or eight hundred yard start 
saved him. He fell into Edith’s lap just as 
a vicious swish of the monster’s tail cut 
the air under the machine in two. 

Looking back toward the rocks, they saw 
the whole black brood boiling out over the 
dim gray desolation." As aimlessly as brain- 
less hens they darted hither and thither 
over the sno^^elds, seeking a prey which 
had escaped. Far over the black expanse 
they raced like great scuttling lizards, and 
behind some of the huger shadows trailed 
three or four tiny dots like pursuing ver- 
min. These were the babies of the brood 
following their eager mothers. 

Evidently these creatures were of a breed 
distinct from any that Edith and Ole had 
yet seen alive. On the slaughter beach Ole 
and Lane had operated on three roughly 
similar giants. 

So entranced were the observers with 
the ludicrous steeplechase that they failed 
to note the familiar thunder preceding a 
“blow.” Before Edith knew what was hap- 
pening the plane was bounding and tum- 
bling like a glass ball in a fountain. 

She came to her senses just in time. As 
she shot the plane up for a sixty degree 
climb the air immediately below them 
burst with a dull roar into thousands of 
blue flame cones. It was a sharp rebuke 
to Ole’s Irreverent conceit. The theory 
which he had confided to Heaven evidently 
was faulty. After all, the oil tank under 
this region of blowholes probably was con- 
nected with that under the tunnel. The 
backwash of the tide under the tunnel 
was now forcing up. the compressed gas 
through the secondary chain of vents. 

Looking down, they saw the flame cones 
descending rapidly. In a moment they 
would disappear down the wells. Such, at 


least, was Ole’s confident prediction. As 
if to teach him caution in theorizing, the 
flames did nothing of the kind. This erup-^ 
tion of gas was not of precisely the same 
sort as that first one into which Anderson 
had blundered with his party. It was more 
like the neighboring one under the tunnel. 
The flames did not disappear, but length- 
ening downward to the blowholes became 
short pillars of fire. These, however, were 
on a much smaller scale, mere conical 
candles a hundred feet high and from five 
to thirty feet thick. 

The home fires were again burning mer- 
rily. It was Impossible not to feel a twinge 
of sympathy for the exiled monsters scur- 
rying over the icy plain to the friendly 
fires. Mothers abandoned their trailing 
young in the race after their more agile 
mates to the cheery hearths, and many a 
small monster was left squawking piteous- 
ly in the cold. Around the invigorating 
warmth and light of the blowholes sociable 
groups of three or four huge lizards squat- 
ted in amiable content, their hunger and 
its consequent animosities for the moment 
forgotten. Edith was touched; Ole wasn’t. 

Mother instinct is said to be universal. 
Those brainless females hobnobbing with 
their ferocious mates around the comfort- 
ing fires while their babies cried miserably 
in the cold, disproved the theory. Again 
Edith was deeply touched. 

W HEELING back in the starlight, she 
dipped and circled low above the for- 
lorn little monsters on the ice. All her 
dormant mother love awoke and strode 
rampant over one particularly shameful 
case of abandonment. The isolated little 
creature, no bigger than a Newfoundland 
dog, could not have been more than a few 
days old. Its ridiculous little tail was a 
mere stub, and its grotesquely dispropor- 
tunate head all but overbalanced the ema- 
ciated body see-sawing on two feeble pins. 

“Ole,” she exclaimed, “we must take that 
darling little devil chick back to the ship. 
It is perishing for warmth and its mother.” 

“You’re not its mother, and I’m blowed 
if I’ll warm it.” 

“Oh, yes you will. For you are going to 
catch it.” 

“Who is crazy now?” 

“Not I. You will be perfectly safe with 
the parents away selfishly enjoying them- 
selves. Besides, you will have a fair start 
of nearly three-quarters of a mile if the 
mother sees your kidnapping. If you can’t 
outrun her at that distance you’re no 
good. Here we are. Climb out and fetch 
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the baby. Grab it well up by the neck so 
it can’t bite.” 

With elaborate caution Ole sneaked up 
on the squawking foundling from behind. 
In its hunger and pathetic loneliness it 
would have welcomed him with open 
mouth. Grabbing its long neck with one 
hand, he clutched its stubby tail with the 
other. Then putting forth all his barrel of 
strength he started to lug the kicking little 
monster toward the airplane. 

Who would have suspected that the 
puny wretch had such a fight in its ema- 
ciated body? And who would have 
dreamed from its plaintive squawk that 
the little devil had lungs of leather? it 
bawled for its daddy, screeched for its big 
brother, and yelled for its gadding mother. 
They came bounding in great hops, j 

All things considered, we must conclude 
with Edith that Ole, not the abandoned 
chick, was the attraction. 

Edith’s mother love suddenly fell below 
zero. She implored Ole to drop the little 
beast — he was now carrying it bodly by its 
neck and tail — and win the race to the 
propeller. But Ole’s Norwegian persever- 
ance was roused. Having begun the job he 
would finish it or bust. 

Only an exceptionally strong man could 
have duplicated his feat. While with one 
hand he cranked the propeller he held 
the chick by its neck at arm’s length with 
the other. The little beast had a wicked, 
raking kick with its feeble-looking legs. 
One rip with its claws might have taught 
Ole anatomy. 

The bereaved family arrived in time to 
hear their darling’s farewell wafted from 
above. It was dangling over the side of 
the plane, still kicking. Ole had not re- 
laxed his strangle hold on its neck. With a 
deft swing he got it aboard and sat on its 
stomach. He still did not trust the chick 
with its own head. Consequently its last 
message to its mother was sufficiently like 
the skirl of a bagpipe to be distressing. 

“Cuddle it up in the sealskins,” Edith 
directed, “so it won’t freeze on the way 
home.” 

Ole cuddled it. He was careful, however, 
not to let go of its neck. 

“Won’t father be delighted?” Edith re- 
siuned. “This is better than a whole conti- 
nent of dead ones. I wonder what it eats?” 

“Shall I let go of its neck and find out?” 

“Not yet. Milk, I think is probably the 
right diet for so tender an infant. Have 
we plenty of the canned variety aboard?” 

“About a hundred cases, I suppose. They 
will last this little devil all of a week.” 


Their way home passed over a region 
which was new to them, some thirty miles 
west of the line which they had flown 
first. About ten miles beyond the blow- 
holes they saw far beneath them a strange 
black lake. 

“That looks interesting,” Edith re- 
marked. dipping down, "let’s investigate. 
We can’t be much later than we are al- 
ready,” 

Nearing the surface of the lake they saw 
that it was in violent motion. Even by 
starlight Ole recognized the appearance of 
those huge bubbles instantly. 

“Oil!” he shouted. 

O IL was in fact bubbling up from hun- 
dreds of gushers at the bottom of the 
lake. The theory which Ole spontaneously 
brought forth was probably not far from 
the truth. The underground tides having 
risen to the rock roof above them were 
forcing the crude oil through a chain of 
blowholes. At this point some obstruction, 
possibly a heavy fall of rock from the 
roof, jarred loose by the violent earth- 
quakes, had blocked the passageway 
damming back the tidal oil. Consequently 
it now spouted through the gas vents. 
The correspondingly slowed motion of the 
heavy oil as it was forced upward had not 
generated sufficient friction to ignite the 
fluid. Such at any rate was Ole’s theory. 

As a first rough guess it may pass. 
Much further work, however, must be done 
before all the scientific puzzles raised by 
Lane’s historic expedition are finally elu- 
cidated. 

The practical question troubling Ole now 
was whether the oil would be sucked down 
with the receding subterranean tide. If so 
Anderson might find it difficult to form a 
stock company. For obviously it would be 
one thing to sell shares in a thirty by 
fifteen mile lake of oil and quite another 
to float stock on a dirty hole in the ground. 
He comforted himself with the reflection 
that more oil stock is sold on one smell 
of oil than on a thousand gushers. With 
a practically unlimited supply of smell 
in the hole even when empty they might 
easily make millionaires of themselves and 
the entire crew In a month. 

The southern boundary of the lake gave 
Ole a qualm. On the south the oil was 
dammed back by a mere swell in the ice 
not fifty feet broad on top and less than 
twenty feet high. What if this slight wall 
should give way before the pressure of the 
oil? The millions of dollars in that beau- 
tiful lake would rush down the blowholes 
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on the plain beyond. To the north, on the 
shore nearer the ship, conditions were 
more satisfactory. Here the wall of the long 
trough — ^fifteen miles broad by thirty long 
— was well over a hundred yards across 
the top. His calculations, of course, were 
only rough estimates based on their time 
of flight and their first observation from 
above that the lake was about twice as 
long as it was broad. 

With a thousand fortunes in sight Ole 
forgot himself. A tentative nip on his leg 
reminded him of his infant charge. Once 
more he grasped it firmly by the neck. 

The reception of the wanderers was cor- 
dial in the extreme. Edith had expected 
the very deuce from her father, but she 
was totally unprepared for Drake’s at- 
tack. The devoted John tersely vented a 
longing to shake the tar out of her. 

“Try it,” Edith suggested. “You might 
find it profitable.” 

“What?” the Captain shouted. “Have 
you found oil?” 

“Oceans of it.” 

The Captain forgave both her and Ole 
on the spot. 

“Father,” said Edith, uncovering the 
devil chick which till now they had kept 
concealed beneath the skins, “I have 
brought you a little playmate. Am I for- 
given?” 

Ole at that instant loosened his stran- 
glehold on the chick’s windpipe. A whoop- 
ing squawk greeted the Doctor. 

“Oh you beautiful child!” he exclaimed 
with wondering reverence. But whether 
he was referring to Edith or her peace 
offering she was unable to decide. 

CHAPTER Vin 
ATTACK 

W HAT do you expect to get out of all 
this, Doctor?” the Captain asked 
curiously. 

They were sitting in the Captain’s cabin. 
Eight days had elapsed since the advent 
of the devil chick. Tomorrow the ex- 
plorers were to begin their first serious 
attack on the imknown. Everything was 
in readiness for a quick march to the heart 
of the mystery and for a safe return to 
the ship. 

Lane parried the Captain’s question. 

“I may have come for my share of the 
oil stock. I'm a member of the crew, am 
I not?” 

“You’re no money grubber. Come on, tell 

us why you came. I’ve owned up to every- 


thing. A thousand acre orange grove in 
California with nothing to do but boss it 
drove me into this mess. After twenty 
years of whaling you might be Just as 
ready as I am to sell your soul for a pint 
of dirty oil. I’ve had enough of the cold 
and the stink. Now I want sunshine and 
orange blossoms. What do you want? You 
have all the money you need. Now just 
why did you come?” 

“Perhaps I came to collect all those mag- 
nificent specimens we have stowed away. 
The lively little devil chick alone is enough 
to make any lover of the beautiful happy 
for life. Perhaps that is what I expect 
in return for my money.” 

“I don’t think so,” said the Captain 
shrewdly. 

“To change the subject for a moment,” 
Lane rejoined after a pause, “have you 
any relatives who would miss you if you 
died?” 

“Not one. Why?” 

“Because we may never see the ship 
again after tomorrow.” 

“If these two,” the Captain indicated 
Edith and Ole, “got through alive, why 
can’t we? There is dsmamite enough be- 
tween here and the crater to blow up an 
army of two-legged reptiles. We shan’t be 
taken by surprise.” 

“It isn’t that. Yet if you were to ask 
me what I anticipate I should have to put 
you off. For I don’t know myself. Only 
I have a feeling that we may blunder 
into more than we foresee. Don’t you feel 
the same, Drake?” 

“Yes," he admitted uneasily. “That’s 
why I say Edith shouldn’t go. Not on the 
first attack, anyway. If everything is all 
right she can come with us the second 
time.” 

“There may be no second attempt,” 
Edith replied. “I’m coming, John. Now 
don’t get fussy about it.” 

“All this may seem rather old womanish 
to you. Captain,” the Doctor resumed. 
“Nevertheless that is how Drake and I 
feel. We have collaborated during the past 
seven or eight evenings and have now a 
fairly definite theory.” 

“As to feeling nervous,” the Captain 
laughed, “I occasionally have an attack of 
nerves myself when I think of all that 
beautiful oil being sucked down the blow- 
holes. It may at any time, you know. But 
you haven’t told us yet why you want to 
go on.” 

“Drake really knows more about what 
may be ahead of us than I do.” He grew 
strangely serious. "On the eve of what 
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may be our last peaceful day on earth I 
think it only right to tell you everything 
I suspect. Drake can speak for himself 
later. 

66r|^HIS is no mere naturalist’s holiday. 

A The tons of specimens we have 
gathered are priceless beyond count, no 
doubt, compared to the oceans of oil which 
you expect to discover. Yet priceless as 
our collections are, and rich as your oil 
fields may prove, both together are not 
worth the fraction of a cent when bal- 
anced against the true purpose of this 
expedition.” 

Anderson gaped at him. “What under 
the sun did you come for?” 

"As I have said, I don’t really know. 
I can only guess. If my suspicion is right 
we shall save civilization from a horrible 
destruction.” 

The Captain looked incredulous. “You’re 
pulling my leg for what Ole and I did to 
yours in San Francisco. When did you 
find out that we are a gang of anointed 
crusaders prancing forth to make the 
world safe for democracy?” 

“We shall not make it safe for democ- 
racy, or for aristocracy, or for socialism, 
or for any other pet creed. What we shall 
make the world safe for is life itself. I 
am serious. This is the greatest adventure. 
It was on the slaughter beach that I first 
definitely recognized something fundamen- 
tally evil in all the strange things we 
have seen so far. The second definite hint 
came from that black rock over which 
Drake stumbled.” 

“The inscriptions on it?” Ole asked 
sagaciously. 

“No, The rock itself gave the clue. 
Drake, have you a piece of the one you 
chipped yesterday?” 

Drake produced a small fragment of the 
black rock. Lane handed it to the Captain. 

“You were trained as a mining engineer, 
Anderson. Even twenty years of whales 
can’t have made you forget all the sim- 
plest things in elementary geology. Take 
a good look at that chunk of rock and tell 
me what you think it is. Here’s my mag- 
nifying glass.” 

The Captain studied the fragment long 
and curiously. “I don’t want to make a 
fool of myself,” he said at last, handing 
back the glass, and rock. 

“Go ahead. What is the stuff? I’m not 
trying to trap you.” 

“Well, Doctor, either I have forgotten 
all I ever knew or that stuff isn’t rock at 
all.” 


“If it isn’t rock, what is it?” 

“Manufactured, I should say — some arti- 
ficial stone, if you like, or a queer sort of 
cement.” 

“Precisely.” 

“Well, what of it?” 

“Doesn’t it strike you as remarkable 
that millions upon millions of tons of arti- 
ficial cement, scribbled over with inscrip- 
tions, should exist on a continent that died 
before America was born? The inscrip- 
tions alone would not be so mysterious. 
Races without number, I am convinced, 
have lived, died and been forgotten since 
the beginning of time. The archaean rocks 
are an unread history. But that any race 
should pave vast areas of its dwelling place 
with an unimaginable mass of artificial 
cement as hard as diamond, is a thing 
for which history has no parallel. It is 
unique.” 

“You are right,” Ole agreed. “No i race 
known ever paved more than ten acres in 
one place. The ancient Babylonians — ” 

“Shut up. Ole. Go on. Doctor.” 

“Well, that is about all. Drake can tell 
the rest better.” 

“But you haven’t said yet what made 
you bite in San Francisco.” 

“Your pickled reptile,” 

“That won’t go. You have just said that 
all your junk isn’t worth half a cent com- 
pared to the real thing that you are 
after.’’ 

“I am after my life’s ambition. Does that 
satisfy you?” 

“Perfectly, What is your life’s ambition?’^’ 

The Doctor laughed. “You are a greater 
sea lawyer than Ole. I may as well give 
you the whole story and be done with it. 
Then Drake can tell you something worth 
hearing.” 

He paused for a moment, selecting the 
few facts necessary. 

“It all began,” he resumed, “when I was 
about ten years old. An aunt gave me for 
Christmas a copy of that remarkable sci- 
entific romance by Mary Shelley — the wife 
of the poet — based on the artificial crea- 
tion of life.” 

“I’ve read it,” Ole interrupted eagerly, 
"It’s a peach. Just like a nightmare. 
‘Frankenstein’ is the name of the book,” 

“Most readers with any brains at all en- 
joy the story. If nothing else it is imagina- 
tive, and that’s a great deal in a world of 
prosy, oversexed bores. Well, that book 
determined the course of my life. You 
remember. Ole, how the hero of the story 
creates a living creature out of chemicals. 
This creature was no mere amoeba, but a 
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complex, highly organized, half human 
monstrosity. 

"It’s nothing against Mrs. Shelley’s fas- 
cinating tale to state that today we know 
definitely that such a thing is impossible. 
By merely mixing together chemicals as 
her hero did it is not feasible to create 
a complex, highly organized animal. 

66/^N THE other hand it may be possi- 

V-^ble to create out of chemicals a col- 
loid — a sort of jelly or gluelike substance 
— having some of the essential properties 
of living matter. Although thus far no 
chemist or biologist has actually done this, 
it is not a sheer impossibility. If it could 
be done, and this is what I wish to empha- 
size, it would be an incomparably easier 
feat than the one which is the basis of 
Mrs. Shelly’s story. 

"We can see the relative difficulty of 
the two by an example from another field. 
The first savages killed one another by 
hurling stones with their bare hands. We 
destroy one another wholesale by — among 
other ingenious and devilish ways — ex- 
ceedingly complicated machines. There is 
a vastly greater gap between a glue-like 
-substance having some semblance to liv- 
ing matter, and the simplest organized liv- 
ing creature, than exists between a lump 
of stone hurtling throughr the air and a 
torpedo directed by wireless. 

“All this is by the way. The significant 
thing for me in Mrs. Shelley’s book is that 
it awoke my imagination when I was ten 
years old. I determined to become a sci- 
entist. The creation of life was to be my 
life’s ambition. This, I believe, is the great- 
est adventure. 

“Then later, learning something of sci- 
ence while picking up an education in odd 
hours, I saw clearly that I was a million 
miles from my goal. And still later, dig- 
ging deeper into the natural sciences, I 
realized that my ambition was a fantastic 
dream. 

"I saw then, and I see now, that if life 
is to be created by human beings using 
purely artificial means it will not be in our 
generation, nor in our century, nor per- 
haps in the next two centuries. That it 
wUl be done eventually I have not the 
slightest doubt. But thus far we have not 
succeeded even in stating the problem pre- 
cisely. 

“When we come to know exactly what 
it is that we are seeking we shall find it. 
At present we lack even a definition of life 
that is scientific and more than a scholas- 
tic jumble of words. Consequently, al- 


though many of us may feel that we know 
what we are looking for, few indeed have 
the training, the ability and the scientific 
tact to seek it intelligently. Men who to- 
day search for the origin of life are hope- 
less cranks in a class with circle squarers 
and inventors of perpetual motion. 

“Having realized early that my first am- 
bition was a chimera, I turned to more 
natural and far more useful investigations. 
I do not regret the time lost in the vain 
pursuit of unattainable knowledge. It was 
not indeed lost, for it was my apprentice- 
ship to true science. Most of my work 
since has' been in the laws governing the 
growth and decay of animals, and, as a 
by-product, the study of such diseases 
as depend upon abnormal growth. I need 
not bore you with any of this. 

"I said that I abandoned my quest for 
life. That is not strictly true. It is impos- 
sible to eradicate from the mind the hopes, 
desires and fears of childhood and adoles- 
cence. Although in maturity I put away 
all thought of ever directly attacking the 
problem of life, my subconscious habits of 
thought were unalterably fixed in my 
youth. My psychology is what it was and 
I yet am driven against my will, for the 
most part subconsciously, to think inces- 
santly of the problem of life. 

"All my work, I sometimes think, has 
been aimed at my first ambition. It fre- 
quently gives me a shock to discover that 
what I am truly interested in doing is not 
the artificial duplication of cancerous 
growths, but the out and out creation of 
living cells. It is almost as if some familiar 
spirit keeps whispering ‘do this, and in 
spite of yourself you will find what you are 
looking for,’ and I, not consciously hearing 
the whisper do as I am directed. This of 
course is merely my own repressed desire 
taking its revenge. 

“Again I do not regret. For my work has 
led to at least three positive facts recog- 
nized by competent authorities as contri- 
butions of real value to our knowledge 
and control of certain diseases. 

iilVTOW’ Anderson, you will ask what 

1 1 all this has to do with our expedi- 
tion. In one word, everything. But for 
my repressed ambition you would never 
have obtained one cent toward expenses. I 
am not interested in oil or in any other 
form of wealth. I would not walk across 
this cabin to make a million dollars. For 
I have all the money that is good for my- 
self and Edith. More would be a nuisance. 
Had you come to me without that pickled 
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reptile I should have shown you the door 
at once. 

“You remember how at first I mistook 
your find for a young specimen of a known 
prehistoric animal. It is true that no fossil 
yet discovered has both scales and feath- 
ers. There is a ‘missing link’ in the chain 
from reptiles to birds no less than in that 
from anthropoids to men. But for all that 
your monster did not at first look wholly 
anomalous. It might, in short, have been 
a natural animal. And that is what I at 
first thought it was. 

“Then, while you were talking of your 
adventures, I began to think. If you were 
an ex-zoologist instead of an ex-mining 
engineer, I could make my next point— 
the crux of the whole story — ^much clearer. 

“Thinking over your specimen and look- 
ing more closely at it, I recognized that 
the monster was indeed a monster, a thing 
never created and evolved by nature. 
There were certain astounding differences 
between the obvious anatomy of the crea- 
ture and any conceivable, product of order- 
ly evolution. 

“A frog will not evolve into a horse no 
matter how much time you give him. From 
now to the end of eternity all the de- 
scendants of frogs will retain certain spe- 
cific peculiarities of structure which will 
easily differentiate them from horses. At 
no point of the story will the two become 
confused. It will be possible a million 
years hence for any trained scientist to 
say at a glance that the descendants of 
our frogs and of our horses living in his 
day, or fossilized in the rocks of his time, 
never had a common ancestor. 

“And so it was with your monster. At 
first it might have been a missing link be- 
tween the birds and the reptiles. Closer 
inspection showed that none of its ances- 
tors were related to reptiles and that none 
of its descendants would ever evolve into 
birds. And it fitted nowhere else into the 
scheme of evolution. 

“Nor was it a deformity. A kitten with 
three eyes is still a young cat for all its 
eyes. A man with six fingers on his right 
hand still belongs to the family of men. 
Mere abnormality does not exclude a freak 
from the family to which it otherwise 
would belong. Your queer find, Ander- 
son, was no deformed reptile, nor was it a 
freak bird, ‘thrust into the world before 
its time but half made up.’ 

“There remained but one rational con- 
clusion. The thing was no creation of na- 
ture but the result of a conscious attempt 
to imitate nature. Either that monster 


had been created whole and alive by in-: 
telligent beings, or it was the descendant 
of remote ancestors so created. 

“The first possibility was out of the 
question. Had the monster been recently 
created we should have had another 
Frankenstein. I know enough of the pres- 
ent state of biology to be certain that such 
a complete creation of a highly complex 
organism today is Impossible. 

“There remained the alternative. Your 
monster was the descendant of inconceiv- 
ably remote ancestors, and those ances- 
tors, incomparably simpler in structure, 
had been created by conscious. Intelligent 
beings. 

“Evolution had done the rest. Shaping 
the initial, simple organism through mil- 
lions of years, time and evolution had 
gradually complicated its simplicity into a 
highly developed organism. 

“The first creation probably was a mere 
speck of living matter, perhaps a single 
cell, and this full-blown monster of yours 
was the slow flower of ages blooming from 
that first almost formless seed. 

“Such was my guess while you sat talk- 
ing of the monsters boiling up in oil from 
the floor of the ocean. I decided to chance 
your veracity and see for myself. 

“On the slaughter beach, you remember, 
I pointed out how all those dead monsters 
differed radically, in spite of superficial 
resemblances, from their nearest types in 
the fossil beds. The number and arrange- 
ment of one monster’s teeth I emphasized 
as particularly significant. Nature does not 
cram one man’s mouth full with eighty 
teeth and give his neighbor only sixteen. 
She does nothing by violent jumps that 
can be seen by a blind man. Her changes 
are minute. That is my second point. 

“On that beach another thought dis- 
turbed me greatly. All those monsters gave 
me the impression of being badly botched 
jobs. Suppose you were aiming to create 
a harmless toad and achieved a deadly 
rattlesnake. You wouldn’t consider your- 
self a master of the technique of life, 
would you? Well, neither can the beings 
whose scientific blundering millions of 
years ago started the evolution of all those 
hideous monsters on the beach. 

“What those misguided experiments in- 
tended to do I don’t know. What they did 
start, I do know, and I pronounce its fruit 
an obscene abomination. Not one of those 
huge creatures had intelligence above a 
worm’s, and not one of them ever could 
be of any possible value to the world. They 
are merely gigantic feeding, breeding and 
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fighting machines with just a spark of 
intelligence — enough to make them ex- 
ceedingly dangerous and no more. 

“I suspect that all those huge brutes are, 
as I have tried to make clear, the result of 
minute seeds first created and sown mil- 
lions of years ago. Further, I believe that 
nature, taking the artificially created 
seeds, has grown from them, through 
countless mutations, the changing shapes 
whose perfected, dangerous uselessness in- 
fests the secret places of this continent. 
The beginning was unnatural, the develop- 
ment and its conclusion are the work of 
natural laws. 

ttl^INALLY I believe that the original 

J? creators of those monstrosities real- 
ized when it was too late what they were 
doing, foresaw its consequences, became 
terrified, tried to undo their blundering 
work and perished in a war to destroy their 
own creations. This, however, belongs to 
Drake’s part of the investigation. He can 
tell it better than I. 

“Now last, let me say exactly what I ex- 
pect to get -from this expedition. I hope 
from close study of the anatomy, habits 
and environment of these strange crea- 
tures to rediscover their origin. See what 
this implies. If I am successful I shall be 
able to create artificially a true living 
seed of life. Whether or not I shall wish 
to do so depends upon what we discover 
in the next few days. 

"Mind, I am not expecting to make a 
gigantic lizard out of dead slime or any- 
thing of that fantastic sort. But I do 
hope to rediscover the lost secret which 
started all those monstrosities. A mere 
speck of living matter, a single cell visible 
only under a high power microscope is all 
that I shall achieve, if anything. For I 
am convinced that the originators of that 
aborted creation on the beach achieved 
no more. One spark starts the forest fire; 
their invisible specks of artificial living 
matter started the self-imposed catastro- 
phe that wiped them out.” 

“But Doctor,” Oie objected, “if they only 
made those very small specks of living 
matter how were they wiped out? You 
say it took millions of years to evolve 
dangerous animals out of those bad be- 
ginnings. The things were too small, ac- 
cording to you, to bother a flea. If I get 
your meaning they were nothing better 
than pieces of jelly invisible to the naked 
eye. How could such things fight any- 
body?” 

“'That Is what I hope to find out, defi- 


nitely and in detail. Drake and I already 
have a rational theory.” 

“Is it your theory that they were dis- 
ease germs when first created?” 

“No, Ole, nothing so romantic. As I tried 
to make plain a robin’s egg will never 
hatch crocodiles. Nor will a disease germ 
ever evolve into a three-hundred foot 
brute with a head and body like a bad 
dream.” 

“Then what is your theory?” 

“On that point, ,if I understand your 
question, I have none. Before indulging in 
hypotheses on the origin of life I shall 
find out the facts.” 

"Listen, Doctor, I have a theory. Those 
things were first created — ” 

“Oh, pipe down. Ole.” The Captain was 
back on the job. “Now Drake, let us have 
your side of it.” 

“It is so late,” Drake yawned, “that I 
shall have to beg off this time. We start 
at five in the morning. Good-night, every- 
body.” 

B y forced marches the party reached 
the north shore of the oil lake early 
the third morning after leaving the ship. 
Lane, Anderson, Ole and Drake had gone 
by land. Edith was to arrive at the base 
by air. While the men marched she flew 
back and forth to the ship for last min- 
ute supplies which she dropped conven- 
iently near the southern boundary of the 
oil lake. 

No detail that might increase the safety 
of the expedition had been neglected. Be- 
tween the ship and the north shore of the 
lake a chain of provision caches made 
starvation impossible no matter what 
might happen. The party of five might all 
have hung onto the plane somehow, and 
so have reached their goal more quickly. 
But for several reasons they decided to 
march, carrying with them the essentials 
of a light prospecting outfit. Anderson half 
expected to find indications of oil by zig- 
zagging slightly across the line of caches. 
He was nothing if not optimistic. 

In case of an accident to the ship, Bron- 
son’s men had deposited provisions in 
caches parallel to the inlet north a dis- 
tance of forty miles. As a final measure 
of safety they had landed every gallon of 
petrol, storing it a mile inland in a deep 
dugout. Even if forced to flee on foot 
the expedition would have sufficient pro- 
visions. Each man could pack on his back 
a sleeping bag and short rations enough 
from the northerly caches to last him to 
the coast. Should no whaling vessel ap- 
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pear within two weeks to take them ofi, 
Edith or Ole was to fly northeast to the 
nearest whaling station for help. No mem- 
ber of the party expected the worst to 
happen. But Anderson disbelieved in luck, 
preferring arduous certainty to easy going 
chance. 

At this moment the Captain, speechless 
with cupidity, was gazing over the thirty- 
mile expanse of bubbling black oil. With a 
hundred huge fortunes before his eyes he 
was beginning to regret that Ole and the 
crew had been promised a share of the 
profits. More potential gold bubbled and 
swirled in that vast bowl than the most 
ingeniously dissolute debauchee could 
squander in flfty lifetimes. Yet the Cap- 
tain wished that Ole and the crew were in 
Halifax. Such is human nature. 

The men were waiting for Edith. She 
was to transport them and their packs 
comfortably one at a time to the south 
shore of the lake. They were then to 
march at once for the blowholes where 
Edith and Ole had seen the monsters 
warming themselves. Lane’s objective was 
the ruined crater. He and Drake were 
determined to Inspect the black rocks at 
first hand. The shattered floor being his 
ultimate goal, the Doctor hoped also to 
penetrate the black smoke at the bottom 
and search for further animal remains. 

An immediate assault on the crater 
would, of course, be suicide. The famished 
monsters would consider the party as a 
trifling hors d’oeuvre vouchsafed by the 
generosity of Heaven for the great feast 
to come. 

How then were the explorers to tra- 
verse the region of blowholes, scale the 
qrater lip, and reach the Doctor’s objec- 
tive? This puzzle had exercised the wits of 
the party for the first two days after the 
return of Edith and Ole with the devil 
chick. Between the oU lake and the black 
rocks lay the blowholes, and round these 
the sociable monsters might gather at just 
the most embarrassing moment. 


T he puzzle had indeed seemed unsolv- 
able. Of all unpracticable beings it 
was Drake who solved the problem by a 
brilliant flash of imagination. And of all 
things that might have inspired him It 
actually was the last that might occur to a 
practical man. Who but Drake would 
have turned for inspiration to the memory 
of his sufferings in a dentist’s chair? Hav- 
ing sat for several hours with the glass 
hook of a long rubber siphon under his 
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tongue, he now remembered his dlscom-r 
fort with advantage. 

As a consequence Edith and Ole during 
the six days following had transported 
every foot of hose — fire hose and other — 
on the ship to the south shore of the oil 
lake. All the iron pipe that could be 
spared also was taken to the same depot. 
To both ends of each section of hose the 
men had tied heavy iron slugs, and the 
end of each pipe they bent into a short L. 
This inefficient looking junk, a tangle of 
doubly weighted hoses and bent pipes, 
constituted the entire arsenal of the at- 
tacking party. With this alone they must 
overcome the army of huge lizards. Other- 
wise they must turn back, provided they 
were not eaten first. 

“There she comes,” the Doctor an- 
nounced, pointing to a tiny speck against 
the blue far to the north. “Ole, you fly 
over first and take our packs. Hang them 
on somehow.” 

> Ole seemed nervous at the prospect of 
being left alone with the packs on the 
south shore while Edith returned for the 
next passenger. 

“What if those brutes come out to get 
warm while the plane is over on this side?” 

“But you said the blowholes end quite 
a distance south of the lake,” the Doctor 
replied. “They won't come several miles 
from the heat just to say hello to you.” 

"They vrtll if they smell me.” 

"Cheer up, Ole,” said Drake; “we will see 
you avenged.” 

"Lot of good that will do me. You go 
over first.” 

“I’m not fat enough.” 

’The dispute was cut short by the land- 
ing of Edith. 

“Captain Anderson,” she began at once, 
“Bronson asked me to tell you that he may 
be forced to steam down the inlet at any 
minute. A wave of warm water came down 
again early this morning.” 

“Boiling?” 

“No, just warm enough to raise a thick 
fog over the inlet.” 

“There is no great danger, I guess. If 
he has to run he can make it. And we are 
safe with all the supplies cached and the 
plane. What did he want me to do?” 

“To send back word by me if he is to 
move at once. If he doesn’t hear from 
you by night he will stay where he is.” 

“What about it. Lane?" 

“I see no immediate danger. There has 
been no violent earthquake.” 

“’That’s my best Judgment too. He is safe 
enough where he is. Alt right, Ole, hop in. 
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Miss Lane will waft you over for lunch.” 
"For lunch?” 

"Yes, idiot. Not yours, theirs.” 

With a fat groan Ole obeyed orders. 

A rrived at the south shore of the lake 
they noted with alarm that the oil 
had risen since their visit the previous 
week. The black waves were crawling 
slowly up the narrow rise separating the 
lake from the chain of blowholes. Should 
the wall of rock and ice give way under 
the steadily increasing pressure, Ander- 
son’s fortune would vanish down the blow- 
holes in a week. The thought that even 
If the wall held yet a flow of oil over the 
top might overspread the plain and catch 
Are from the blowholes, setting the entire 
lake aflame was anything but reassuring. 
Leaving Ole .to his dismal theories Edith 
skimmed back for the next passenger. 

Shortly after one o’clock the party as- 
sembled on the south shore with their 
packs, ready for the opening move of 
their offensive. The blowholes were still 
quiescent. This favoring the strategy of the 
proposed attack the party decided to take 
advantage of it immediately. 

Their first question was, who is to bell 
the cat? Mpre definitely, which members 
of the party should risk their lives to carry 
out Drake’s ingenious plan? The scheme 
demanded half an hour’s work around the 
blowholes. The workers, if seen by the rep- 
tiles, certainly would be welcomed by the 
whole rookery. And no pair of human 
legs was a match for the slowest of the 
huge lizards. Again, if the work party 
proceeded on foot by daylight to the blow- 
holes they were sure to be seen. If they 
waited till dark the blowholes might flare 
up just at the wrong time, and refresh- 
ments would enliven an otherwise dull 
gathering round the home fires. It was 
clear that the party must go by airplane. 

The landing on a plain spotted with bot- 
tomless wells would be difficult enough, 
but the quick escape, if necessary, would 
be a feat for the most expert aviator. A 
landing at night obviously was out of the 
question. 

Edith was elected pilot by the simple 
process of elimination. Who should be her 
helper? An active, practical man was need- 
ed for the Job. Although Drake pleaded 
for the honor of carrying his scheme into 
effect, he was rejected on the first ballot. 
His forte was brains, not beef. Lane fol- 
lowed him on the second. It was between 
Ole and the Captain. Anderson being ig- 
norant of aviation, Ole won the honor. 


Having loaded the plane with all the 
bent pipe and weighted hose it could 
lift. Ole took his place behind Edith. They 
were off. 

In all they made ten trips. Their work, 
they hoped, had converted a hundred and 
eight of the blowholes nearest the ruined 
crater into deadly -engines of destruction. 
They had worked unmolested. The rookery 
either was asleep or all except the babies 
were away for the week-end foraging un- 
der the black smoke of the crater. 

"Well, Drake,” the Doctor asked, "have 
you the courage of your invention?” 

"Absolutely. It would wipe out an 
army.” 

"That may be just the optimism of the 
inventor. What about it, Anderson? Do you 
feel like marching forward to await de- 
velopments? Or shall we camp here until 
after the blow is over?’’ 

“To stay here would be the sane thing, 
I suppose. Still, I want to see the show. I 
vote .for marching.” 

"So do I. Unless we sit on him Drake 
of course won’t miss seeing his idea in 
action. How about you, Ole?” 

"Miss Lane and I will take care of the 
plane.” 

"All right, go ahead with our packs and 
wait for us on this side just before the be- 
ginning of the blow-holes. If the reptUes 
see you before the blow, dbn’t bother about 
our packs. Leave them and fly due east 
to confuse the brutes. Then they won’t 
blunder into us.” 

T WO hours after sundown Edith heard 
the far off crunching of the men’s 
boots in the frozen snow. 

"There they are,” she said. "Ole, meet 
them and show them the way here.” 

A hot drink all round from the thermos 
bottles and a full meal cheered the tedium 
of the early watch. Deciding at eleven 
o’clock that the blowholes probably would 
not spout that night, all but the flrst 
watchman turned into their sleeping bags. 
The temperature being several degrees 
above zero they were quite comfortable 
for the night. 

In the brilliantly clear starlight the 
black barrier of the, crater lip seemed 
ominously near. Yet, conscious as they 
were of what the rocks hid, all but the 
sentry slept like stones. The rookery also 
was fast asleep or numbed by the cold, 
for no drowsy squawks floated over the 
silence of no man’s land. 

It was the calm sleep before battle. 
Should Drake’s strategy prove inadequate 




They saw the roof of the continenr hurHing skyward 


the attackers would not see the sunrise. If they might starve and fight and freeze 
on the other hand Drake’s invention was and cling with all their brute instinct to 
all that he hoped, those huge two legged life for half a century. It was more hu- 
reptiles would never again visit the black mane to destroy them outright, 
ruins of their shattered paradise. Their Midnight passed without a tremor. An- 
next gathering round the cheerful fires derson relieved Lane. Two o’clock un- 
would be their last. They woiild die happy, eventfuUy came and went, and Drake re- 
poor brutes. Better one last hour of com- lieved Anderson. 

fort and then oblivion forever, than the For the first half hour of Drake’s watch 
slow death of years of recurrent cold and all remained quiet with the silence of a 
increasing starvation. Left to themselves dead world. Then he became aware of a 
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faint stirring among the infested rocks. 
Huge creatures not yet awake were mov- 
ing uneasily in their sleep. Something had 
disturbed them. 

In a few moments they might awake 
fully and scour the plain. For all Drake 
or the others knew the creatures might 
be nocturnal in their habits, prowling 
for their food only in the darkest hours of 
the early morning. He had not anticipated 
this. Should the monsters emerge before 
the blowholes spouted his strategem was 
worthless. It took him but a second to 
make up his mind. He instantly roused the 
sleepers. 

“Get out of here at once. They’re com- 
ing.” 

Not stopping to argue the men shook 
themselves together. They were still half- 
dazed by sleep. Drake’s news falling on be- 
fogged brains completed their befuddle- 
ment. It did not occur to one of them 
that all five might easily climb onto the 
plane and reach safety in ten minutes. 
The unpractical Drake, being the only 
member of the party with all his wits, 
of course did not think of anything so 
simple and obvious. 

“Take your father north ten miles, leave 
him, and come back for one of us,” he 
ordered Edith. “Ole, crank up.” 

Ole was about to obey when a sleepy 
chorus of clattering squawks drifted over 
the ice of no man’s land. It occurred 
to him that probably the reptiles had been 
away from home, foraging, while he and 
Edith were preparing the attack that 
afternoon. This, in Ole’s opinion, account- 
ed for their good luck. 

“If I start the motor,” he said in a hoarse 
whisper, “those brutes will hear it. In five 
minutes we shall be smothered.” 

“They are awake anyway,” Drake whis- 
pered back. “If they come out they will see 
the plane against the snow.” 

Still hesitating Ole regarded Drake curi- 
ously in the dark. 

“I can’t see your face. String Bean,” 
he said, still whispering hoarsely, “but I 
can guess its color. What are you going 
to do if those brutes race out before Miss 
Lane comes back to fetch you? She will 
take you next.” 

“Don’t stand there whispering arid shak- 
ing like a blasted jelly. Crank that mo- 
tor! She could have been there and back 
by now.” 

“All right. General,” Ole whispered. “One 
second. Now before I obey orders I’ll tell 
you what I’m going to do next. The instant 
this propeller hums you’ll see me making 


tracks for the nearest blowhole. If I beat 
the brutes to it, I dive. It won’t be suicide 
because there is no way out. I had rather 
smash or drown in oil than die the other 
way. Take my tip and follow me. I’ve seen 
the brutes; .you haven’t. And I’ve had one 
race. Miss Lane will tell you about it in 
Heaven. I don't want another. All right. 
General, here goes.” 

He braced himself to spin the blades. 

“Wait,” Lane whispered tensely. “I felt 
it coming.” 

His more sensitive nervous system had 
detected the true cause of the reptile’s 
awakening. Scarcely breathing the others 
stood rigid in an agony of hoping. Did the 
ice sway beneath their feet ever so gently? 
Or was it merely the wish rocking their 
imaginations? Seconds passed without a 
recurrence of the sensation. Then, with 
infinite relief they heard, miles beneath 
them and far to the north, the faint, 
muffled buffeting of subterranean thunder. 
’The jarring became unmistakable. In a 
moment the icebound plain was vibrating 
like a steel plate beneath the impact of a 
trip-hammer. 

H alf a mile to the south they heard the 
swish of air being sucked down the 
blowholes. Then while the ice heaved like 
a wave of the sea, they saw the black 
skyline of the ruined paradise boiling with 
gigantic shapes that inked out the low 
stars for an instant and vanished. 

A moment' later a thudding in the upper 
air announced the kindling of the innu- 
merable flame cones, the ice for twenty 
miles around leapt into dull crimson, and 
they saw the whole herd of gigantic mon- 
sters racing with incredible speed directly 
toward them. 

Ten minutes would decide whether 
Drake’s invention meant victory or death. 
The flame cones descended, hovered a sec- 
ond in mid air, lengthened downward with 
a reverberant roar and became pillars of 
fire. 

Once more the monsters forgot the mis- 
eries of their frozen existence. Gathering 
round the comforting flames with ludi- 
crous yet touching exclamations of delight 
they surrendered themselves to the gra- 
cious warmth. Around many of the roar- 
ing fires a dozen or more snuggled at a 
safe distance in rings of blissful enjoy- 
ment. Thawing rapidly in the fierce heat 
they licked their flanks, rolled over on their 
backs and pawed luxuriously at the warm 
air. 

The sounds of their pleasure, the inartic- 
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ulate noises of their gratitude, wo\ild have 
softened the most calloused heart to pity. 
There was an appeal in the playfiil antics 
of the colossal beasts that was irresistible. 
Huge tails that might have buckled steel 
plates in the full viciousness of their cut 
slapped harmlessly against lean sides 
whose ribs stuck out like the timbers of an 
unfinished hull. They were .starving; yet 
for this hour they frolicked in the enjoy- 
ment of their other great need, heat. 

Their slow brains neither speculated nor 
dreamed. When once more the flames van- 
ished into the bowels of the earth they 
would crawl back to their frozen caves. 
Waking or sleeping they would remember 
nothing of their transient happiness. Only 
at the distant thunder of the next subter- 
ranean tide would their Instincts urge 
them to break anew the iron speU of 
their misery. Without memory each pain 
was a miracle, each pleasure an accident 
without cause or consequence. Without 
consciousness of the past their future was 
a blank, their existence a void. With no 
pleasure remembered they could look for- 
ward to none. They were damned with 
•life. Would it not be a gentle act of mercy 
to bless them with death? 

Watching their happiness the author of 
their destruction felt no regret. They 
would be killed painlessly at the high 
tide of their pleasure. 

“Look,” he said, pointing to a blowhole. 

They saw the four huge bodies roll over ' 
as if to sleep. The monsters shuffled on 
their sides and lay still, their great tails 
listlessly curved on the ice. 

One by one others of the friendly rings 
fell asleep. Then, in fifteen minutes, all 
were locked fast in death. 

Still the cheerful flames thundered up 
imdiminished. The late comers, the babies 
of the sleeping monsters, began to arrive. 
Hopping feebly they joined their mothers 
and nestled down in the genial glow. Soon 
they too were asleep forever. 

Suddenly the air about the sleepers 
burst with a dull explosion into a sheet 
of Are. The instant flame lived but a sec- 
ond. Only the cheery fires rustled and 
glowed above the dead. 

CHAPTER rx 

AT CLOSE QUARTERS 

A n hour before sunrise the ice again 
began to shake. They heard the re- 
turning subterranean wave bursting 
through the underground corridors. The 


pillared flames, struggling an instant, 
pltmged down the blowholes. Only the 
morning star shed its chilly ray on the 
sleeping monsters, cold now as the barren 
ice they cumbered. Obliterating the very 
memory of their last happiness the pass- 
ing wave, with a whistling reverberation, 
sucked down the warm air about the sleep- 
ing forms. 

The party waited until two hours after 
sunrise before venturing among the dead. 
There remained one simple task before 
proceeding to the ruined paradise, lest on 
their return they meet the same fate as 
the monsters. 

To save time the men loaded their packs 
before starting. On the previous afternoon 
Edith and Ole had transported four flfty- 
pound cases of dsmamite from the caches 
on the south short of the oil lake. Each 
of the men now. loaded one of the fifty- 
pound cases on his back with his sleeping 
bag and enough food to last two days, or 
on short rations, four. In addition Ole 
packed a five-foot steel drill and a heavy 
sledge-hammer. 

Edith was to have charge of the plane. 
A landing in the ruined crater being out 
of the question she was to circle above the 
men in their descent, mark their route, 
and watch until they emerged from the 
smoke. 

Should they not reappear by dark, 
she was to fly to a safe place, camp, and 
return at daylight to watch for them. If 
they appeared she was to observe the 
easiest route up the rocks of the crater 
side, and by flying toward it, direct them. 
But if by noon they did not come out of 
the smoke she was to fly straight back to 
the ship and then guide Bronson’s search 
party. 

The men planned to descend the crater 
only far enough to learn what they wished 
to know, Anderson and Ole whether oil 
was to be found. Lane and Drake the 
appearance made by the black cement in 
situ. 

Edith accompanied the men on foot to 
the blowholes. Threading their way be- 
tween the huge carcasses the party me- 
thodically undid Ole’s and Edith’s work of 
the previous afternoon. ’There being no 
further use for the weighted hose and bent 
pipes they threw the sections down the 
blowholes. 

No echoes rose. 

“How on earth did you ever think of it?” 
Anderson asked Drake as he heaved down 
the last bent pipe. 

“As I told you,” Drake answered modest- 
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ly. "That siphon arrangement the dentist 
puts into your mouth to keep it dry while 
he works gave me the idea. If we could 
stick one leg of a pipe bent into a right 
angle down a blowhole, laying the other 
flush along the surface of the ice, some of 
the gas being forced up the hole would 
spray out over the surrounding ice. From 
watching those flames the first day we 
saw them I knew that the gas ignites only 
when it meets the air. The columns of 
gas caught at the top. The flame only 
travelled down the column as the upward 
tpressure of the gas diminished. For this 
and other obvious reasons It was clear that 
the flames did not start down in the blow- 
holes, at least not until after the pressure 
had decreased markedly and the flames 
were about to be sucked down and extin- 
guished. A considerable volume of gas 
therefore would be blown out through the 
pipes and hose over the ice before the 
flames descended low enough to ignite the 
mixture of air and gas near the surface. 

“As for the rest I trusted to nature. The 
gas, I knew from my school chemistry, 
must be rich in carbon monoxide. Now 
carbon monoxide is deadly in even minute 
quantities to all animal life. Less than a 
minute under that enormous pressure 
would suffice to spray out enough of the 
gas to asphyxiate an army of monsters. 
Long before it became rich enough in car- 
bon monoxide to explode the mixture of 
gas and air would reach the point fatal 
to animal life. You saw what happened.” 

“The monsters probably did not actually 
die,” Lane added, "until some time after 
the flash. The gas they had inhaled took 
some minutes to do its work thoroughly.” 

“Well,” said Edith, sadly regarding the 
pathetic groups, “I am glad it was pain- 
less. They Just fell asleep.” 

T he men fully realized the danger of 
their undertaking. Although they prob- 
ably had exterminated one rookery of .the 
huge monsters there must be hundreds 
more infesting the ruined crater. They ac- 
cordingly chose a route down the steep 
side as nearly possible in line with the 
destroyed rookery. The scramble down 
over the chaotic fragments of rock alone 
was no easy undertaking, nor was its safe- 
ty increased by the two hundred pounds 
of dynamite which the men carried. A 
slip on the treacherous rocks might set off 
a private eruption. There was one com- 
forting thought, however, which gave 
them courage. Should one of them stum- 
ble and explode his charge neither he nor 


the rest would ever know anything of it. 

By noon they had safely descended 
about a thousand feet. Another thousand 
feet would take them down to the rolling 
black billows. Already the reek of binning 
petroleum was acrid in their nostrils. Ole 
and the Captain, breathing deeply, filled 
their lungs with the odor of wealth. 

“Here you are, Anderson,” said the Doc- 
tor. “Strike the rock and see the oil gush 
forth.” They were resting on a ledge of 
blocks at the base of a two hundred foot 
cliff in the face of the crater wall. On 
either side of the unbroken expanse of 
cement great void pockets and tunnels 
gaped in the shattered wall of what, be- 
fore the explosion which destroyed it, had 
been a green paradise such as that of 
Edith's and Ole’s discovery. The whole 
wall probably was honeycombed with gal- 
leries, tunnels and vast chambers which, 
until the eruption, had been sealed over 
by thick masses of cement. The explana- 
tion of these which Lane gave later is 
reasonable and probably correct. 

“Where is my oil?" Anderson demanded. 

“Almost anywhere behind those rocks if 
you go far enough, I should say. For some 
time past I have noticed indications. See 
that stain up there?” The Captain nod- 
ded. “That’s oil. It is probably oozing 
along a fissure through the rocks. Find 
the other end of the fissure and you tap 
your, first oil tank.” 

“But you said the other day that oil in 
this kind of rock — or cement — ^is impos- 
sible.” 

“And I meant it. Since then I have done 
some thinking. The oil is seeping through 
defects in the ruins of this artificial wall. 
I have good reasons for supposing that 
this wall was built ages ago partly to keep 
out the raw material that ultimately be- 
came oil.” 

“How thick is this cement?” 

“I haven’t the least idea. It may be a 
foot or a hundred miles. I should chance 
a shot if I were you.” 

The Captain was already busy with his 
dynamite. 

“Better stand aside when you do,” Lane 
advised. “The oil may shoot you into the 
middle of eternity.” 

' Ole’s steady swing soon drilled a hole for 
the stick of dynamite. He stood back on 
the ledge a few feet wiping the sweat from 
his face while Anderson placed the charge 
and laid out the three minute fuse. He 
moved forward to watch the Captain just 
in time. A fifty-ton block of the black 
cement hurtled down from the brow of the 
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cliff, shot directly through the place where 
he had been standing, ricocheted on the 
lip of the ledge and shattered itself to bits 
all down the steep slope to the smoke. 

“I have a theory,” the Doctor announced 
with a wry smile when the pelting finally 
ceased. “Pardon me. Ole, for taking it out 
of your mouth. There is something alive 
up there moving about and dislodging the 
loose blocks. Of course that first fifty-ton 
brick may have been very nicely balanced, 
needing only a slight push to send it over. 
The alternative is that our friend up there 
weighs two or. three hundred tons. Take 
your choice.” 

“What shall we do?” Anderson asked, 
going white. 

“Go ahead with our work. If the brute 
comes down after us we can crawl along 
the base of the cliff and get into one of 
those empty pockets. The ledge peters out 
nicely over there to the right. That beast, 
if it is the size I estimate, can’t get a foot- 
hold on anything narrower than a city 
highway.” 

“Yes,” said Drake, “and this ledge right 
here is just broad enough for the brute’s 
rump. It will camp here for a week if 
necessary waiting for us to come out to 
dinner.” 

“Would you prefer to race it to the bot- 
tom? The smoke down there, I suspect, 
covers a multitude of prowlers feasting on 
the dead.” 

“It isn’t so bad,” the Captain said hope- 
fully. “We can set off dynamite sticks to 
scare the brute away.” 

“Our popgun won’t annoy it after the 
explosions it must have heard in the 
neighborhood of this exciting hole,” Drake 
objected. “But your idea is good. Edith 
will hear our efforts and bring help.” 

“Dessert, you mean,” Lane dryly cor- 
rected him. “Go ahead. Captain, touch it 
off. We might as well find out all there is 
to be known about the place if we’ve got 
to die in it.” 

“If I strike oil,” the Captain grimly re- 
joined, “I’ll sell stock to the devil himself.” 

He lit the fuse and followed the others 
to a safe place against the wall. 

The explosion flaked off a thick slab of 
the cement, revealing a deep pocket, or 
possibly the entrance to a tunnel, similar 
to the others in the face of the cliff. Not 
a drop of oil issued. 

“Sold.” The Captain swore heartily. 

T hey followed him to the hole. The en- 
trance was just high enough for a tall 
man to walk through without bending his 
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neck. Anderson entered. His feet raised a 
cloud of greenish gray dust. 

“Empty,” he said to those without. 

He was about to continue his disgruntled 
observations when a cascade of rubble 
plunged over the top of the cliff. Not wait- 
ing for an invitation the others joined him 
in the dark pocket. Their haste raised the 
pungent, suffocating greenish gray dust in 
clouds. 

“It’s coming,” said the Doctor. “Down 
the slope to the left as fast as its tonnage 
will let it. Our fireworks attracted its at- 
tention.” 

“I hope it slips and breaks its beastly 
neck,” Drake remarked viciously. 

“Oh,” the Doctor replied, “since the big 
blow-up here it probably has acquired a 
sure foot in scrambling about this hole. 
Most likely it does all its heavier feeding 
in Ole’s tunnel restaurant, coming out 
here merely for exercise and lighter re- 
freshments. We’re Just in time for lunch.” 

“I don’t believe you give a damn wheth- 
er you live or die,” the Captain snapped. 

“Except for Edith’s sake I don’t. I would 
give a great deal to see one of those brutes 
alive and at close quarters.” 

“You’ll shake hands with it in five min- 
utes.” 

“If it becomes too sociable I shall take a 
short cut out of my troubles. Pit up one 
of your sticks with a cap and give it about 
a ten-second fuse.” 

“Do you mean it?” 

“Certainly. If I must die I see neither 
virtue nor courage in deliberately choosing 
a hideous death. I shall not kiss death till 
hell stares me in the face.” 

The Captain handed him the prepared 
stick of dynamite. 

“If you go that way,” he said, “the rest 
of us must follow, you know.” 

"Not necessarily. This pocket is almost 
a tunnel. I’m sure. It certainly is long 
enough for you to get your packs out of 
danger of detonation from my explosion.” 

“I’m for the shortcut,” said Drake. 

“So am I.” It was Anderson. 

“Then I must,” said Ole. “In my case it 
won’t be suicide. I do it against my will.” 

Unstrapping his pack he knelt down and 
prayed, silently. The others respectfully 
turned their backs, listening to the crash 
of falling rocks heralding the approach of 
the monster. Anderson began to grow 
nervous. 

“We might as well go farther back,” he 
suggested. 

“All right,” Lane replied. “You men 
leave your packs and go clear to the back 
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of the cave. Ill take three sticks together 
so as to be sure of setting off the lot. It 
will be over before you know anything.” 

“What about you?” 

“I’m going to see it. Don't be afraid. I 
shall take no chance of being caught be- 
fore my time.” 

Ole rose from his knees. Their gigantic 
enemy, to judge by the sounds, was now 
lumbering its slow way along the ledge. 
Ole spoke. 

“The Lord has answered.” 

“Let us hear what He said.” The Cap- 
tain was sarcastic. He disbelieved in Ole’s 
private conversations with headquarters. 
“Most likely it will be your last message.” 

“That beast may be too big to get in 
through the hole.” 

“Then it will sit down outside and wait 
for us.” 

“I see your idea,” Drake exclaimed. 
“When the brute squats we can tickle its 
rump and make it move on. Captain, fit 
up a punk with a three- minute fuse.” 

Anderson did the quickest job of his life. 
Fantastic visions of euthanasia vanished 
like the fumes of a sickly dream. The men 
once more were what nature intended 
them to be, resourceful, self-reliant, and 
instinctively determined to fight to the 
last breath. 

“I’ll never sneer at you again. Ole,” the 
Captain promised solemnly. “You put guts 
into us. Take your dynamite clear to the 
back of the tunnel — ^mlne too. Hurry! 
Drake, lug back yours and Lane’s.” 

Drake and Ole rejoined the others just 
as the vast bulk of the monster blacked 
out the opening. Still lumbering stupidly 
forward it passed the entrance. Daylight 
again entering the pocket the four crept 
to the opening. 

Lane peered out. The brainless mon- 
ster had reached the end of its path. Fur- 
ther progress along the narrowing ledge 
being impossible the brute squatted. In 
its stupidity it^had gone so far that now 
it could not turn with safety. A cat in a 
similar predicament would have backed 
instantly. Apparently the solution of its 
problem was beyond the monster’s infini- 
tesimal intelligence. It just squatted. 

T he Doctor was entranced. He saw only 
the creature’s mountainous back, one 
enormous hind foot with its fifty-inch 
talons, and the gross, forty-foot tail taper- 
ing out to a blunt nub. But even this 
much with the close view of the monster’s 
Irregular ridge of fleshy humps and its 
blotched hide— it had no armor of homy 


scales, merely a thick skin like an ele- 
phant’s — rotten with festering colonies of 
parasites, was a feast to the eyes. He 
longed to scrape off a specimen of those 
living diseases devouring the monster 
from the nub of its tail to the limit of 
visibility. And he did. 

Emptying his tobacco box he stepped 
softly through the entrance. Going noise- 
lessly up to the nearest patch of disease 
on the brute’s tail he scraped it with the 
sharp edge of the open box. The huge 
beast gave no sign of feeling. Closing the 
box carefully Lane estimated the distance 
to the entrance to the cave. Then with 
all his force he kicked the sorest looking 
spot on the tail and bolted. He regained 
the cave just as the tail struck the cliff 
like a broadside from a battleship. 

“Why the devil did you do that?” An- 
derson demanded. “Are you crazy?” 

“We planned to make it move on, didn’t 
we?” the Doctor, asked innocently. 

“Not that way. But for your damn fool- 
ishness we might have got out of here 
unnoticed.” 

“To tell the truth I wanted to see how 
long it would take a nervous impulse to 
travel the distance from the brute’s tail 
to its head.” 

“Well, you saw, confound it. Now you’ve 
started the machinery. Go out and stop 
It.” 

“I have made a most interesting discov- 
ery,” the Doctor rhapsodized. “Zoologists 
have long suspected that the biggest of 
the prehistoric monsters had two main 
nervous centres, one in the head, the other 
somewhere in the rear. One paleontogist 
of note even went so far as to assert that 
reptiles roughly like this one could reason 
simultaneously k priori and k posteriori. 
His theory is brilliantly confirmed. That 
brainless lout registered my kick in its tail. 
It would have taken a week to get the 
news up in its head.” 

“Oh blast your theories!” 

The Captain had good grounds for his 
impatience. Lane’s energetic kick had 
solved the monster’s problem. The whole 
stupid mass was slowly backing. In a few 
moments the brute’s brainless head would 
be opposite the entrance. 

“Draw farther back,” Lane advised. “It 
will probably want to look in. Sort of re- 
verse reflex action, you know. Where the 
tall went the head will follow.” 

He was right. The last few yards of the 
bony neck passed, and the flat, reptilian 
head blocked the entrance. By tilting it 
sideways the monster managed to insinu- 
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ate its head. The thirty-foot neck fol- 
lowed slowly, with ample leeway on either 
side of the entrance. 

Just as they became aware of its heavy, 
slow breathing the monster saw them in 
the dim light. In a flash the lethargy of 
the brute vanished. The straining neck, 
lashing from side to side, cut the air like 
a whip. The whole vast bulk of the giant 
hurled itself furiously against the Jarring 
cliff in an endeavor to follow the head. 

Great flakes of the black cement crum- 
bled from the rapidly widening entrance 
as the balked hunger of the monster rose 
to a screaming fury. 

Its deafening screeches, like the shrill- 
ing of a herd of wild camels, shook the 
cave with a terriflc din, and its panting 
breath raised the gray green dust in 
stifling clouds. 

It was now or never. While Drake struck 
matches, Anderson rapidly but coolly pre- 
pared two more sticks of dynamite. Then, 
watching his chance, he lit all three fuses 
at once and deftly rolled the sticks over 
the floor of the cave so that one lay in 
the middle and one at either end of the 
arc threshed out by the huge serpent 
head. He overtook the others before they 
reached the end of the cave. 

HEN the terriflc thunder finally 
ceased, and the men realized that 
their two hundreds had not exploded, they 
stumbled back through the dark in a daze 
to the entrance. In their confusion they 
blundered directly into the headless stump 
of neck- gushing blood like a hydrant. 

They blasted their way out. When the 
gory job was done they were scarlet from 
boots to hair. Crawling out under the 
smoking shoulders of the butchered giant 
they saw Edith circling dangerously near 
the rocks, risking herself and the plane 
in her eagerness to help should her chance 
come. They signalled that all was well, 
and she wheeled farther from the shat- 
tered wall. 

During their long descent Edith had lost 
sight of the men among the huge blocks 
littering the sides of the crater. She re- 
discovered them a second after she ob- 
served the monster starting to back in 
response to her father’s kick. With her 
binoculars she made out her father peer- 
ing through the entrance to the cave. Un- 
til that moment she had not seen the 
monster. Prom her height it was as in- 
conspicuous as an ant crawling about 
among the jumbled rocks, unless one knew 
exactly where to look. 


Her feelings as she watched the gigantic 
brute trying to break its way into the cave 
may be imagined. The three muffled de- 
tonations in rapid succession, the third 
of which blew off the monster’s head, re- 
assured her. Someone’s brain was still 
working in that cave. She saw the entire 
carcass of the brute bound from the ledge 
as if in astonished pain. Descending with 
a dead slap that echoed round the crater, 
the massive body struck the ledge, the 
enormous hind legs kicked convulsively, 
the powerful tail thrashed the flying 
blocks of cement, and with a last shudder 
from shoulder to rump the monster be- 
came still. The neck was not withdrawn. 
Guessing what had happened Edith sighed 
her thankfulness and stood by to give 
help. 

“Well,” said Anderson, “is that a day's 
work? Does anyone want to go farther 
down?” 

“Let us go down another hundred feet,” 
Drake proposed. “So far we have passed 
only half a dozen blocks showing traces 
of inscriptions. I should like if possible 
to photograph one unbroken record. Ole 
has a pocket camera.” 

“Very well,” the Captain agreed. "You 
and Ole keep in sight of this ledge while 
Lane and I take a look round the cave. 
There may be an ooze of oil at the back. 
Didn’t you smell petroleum. Doctor, when 
we were waiting for that shot to go off?” 

“I can’t say that I did, but then I was 
so busy waiting. Drake, why don’t you 
try that other imbroken bluff over to the 
left? If our theory is right you should find 
inscriptions, if anywhere, either on what 
was the surface of the cement before the 
explosion or on a concealed layer some 
Inches deeper into the cement. If you 
can find an unbroken stretch you will 
have the revised version of the prehistoric 
fight. V^at we want Is the original his- 
tory. Look for a place where only a few 
inches of the outer surface have been 
flaked off by the explosion.” 

While Lane and Anderson explored the 
cave, Drake and Ole descended in quest 
of inscriptions. Edith hovered above the 
climbers like an anxious robin over her 
fledglings. 

“That’s for you,” Ole remarked with a 
grin. 

“Mind your own business,” Drake 
snapped. 

Reaching the unbroken cliff which Lane 
had pointed out they found it blank. 

“There’s another over there,” Ole ob- 
served hopefully, indicating a smooth ver- 
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tical expanse about a thousand yards to 
their left. 

“Yes, but If we go there we shall be out 
of sight of the ledge." 

*Tt’s safe enough.” He glanced up at the 
circling airplane. “Take my tip and don't 
let her see you running away." 

With a muttered comment on Ole’s med- 
dlesome stupidity Drake started over the 
intervening blocks like an excited crab. 
His Impetuosity was rewarded. 

“Hurry up with your camera,” he shout- 
ed. “This is just what we want." 

They regretted keenly that Ole had not 
packed a hundred pounds of films instead 
of his d5mamite. Five or six acres of cliff 
was covered with representations of mon- 
sters in every conceivable posture. Evi- 
dently this was a record of Importance. 

B oth strata of inscriptions were repre- 
sented on the cliff. In several places 
the impact of the bombarding blocks from 
the eruption had flaked off great scales 
from the outer layer of cement, baring 
the original inscriptions. The unscarred 
surface bore the revised version. After 
deliberating they decided to photograph 
the entire cliff in three dozen sections — 
the limit of Ole’s films. This seemed bet- 
ter than concentrating on. individual in- 
scriptions. Drake hoped from enlarge- 
ment of the three dozen pictures to ob- 
tain a complete record of everything on 
the cliff. 

Anderson and Lane meanwhile were 
busy in the cave. To the Captain’s dis- 
appointment they found no trace of oil. 

“You have that lake beyond the blow- 
holes,” Lane expostulated. “Isn’t that 
enough? Let us get into the fresh air. 
liils vile dust is choking me.” 

“It has a mouldy smell, hasn’t it?” 
“You’re right,” the Doctor agreed. “I 
wonder what it is.” His interest was 
aroused. 

“Take some out to the daylight and see. 
These matches were made by the devil 
only to burn my fingers.” 

Lane scooped up a double handful of the 
dust and hurried to the entrance. 
“Spores,” he announced excitedly. 
Although he did not recognize it he had 
met the enemy. 

“I’m no wiser,” the Captain remarked. 
“These are masses of seeds from some 
fernlike plant. Lord! I wish I had a mic- 
roscope. Haven’t you ever seen the under- 
side of a fern frond?” The Captain 
nodded. “Well, all that brown stuff on it 
is millions of fern seeds finer than dust.” 


“But this stuff is grayish green.” 

“That makes it all the more interesting. 
These are the spores, the life germs, of 
some unknown plant. I am sure of It. We 
must take back all we can carry. Gram 
your pockets.” 

Lane dived into the cave and set the 
example. Reluctantly enough Anderson 
followed suit. 

“Over by the wall where we haven’t 
trampled the stuff should be a good place,” 
Lane continued. “Sift it through your fin- 
gers and save anything not finer than 
dust.” 

Presently Lane rose to his feet with an 
exclaniation of delight. 

“Look what I've found!” 

Anderson followed him to the light. The 
Doctor was lost in the contemplation of a 
tiny desiccated frond of some plant that 
resembled a fern yet most decidedly was 
not a fern. The dried foliage, more like a 
rank mould than a decent plant, was of 
hair-like fineness. 

“Where have I seen something like this 
before?” Lane muttered to himself. “It 
was alive. Where the deuce was it?” 

“San Francisco?” the Captain hazarded 
dryly. 

“No. On that beach of monsters. Ole 
blew the stomach out of one and in the 
process ripped the lining. Some of this 
plant, as fresh as newly cut lettuce, 
dropped out of the rent. I remember now. 
We planned to collect some on our way 
back to the ship. When we returned we 
were too heavily loaded to take on more. 
Also it was getting dark. So we had to 
leave it till next day. By morning the oil 
and slush oozing into the hole in the ice 
where the plant lay had made soup of 
everything. Well, this more than, makes 
up for our loss. I shall have a chance to 
settle whether life remains dormant under 
the right conditions, practically indefi- 
nitely.” 

“Ah, your theory of immortal whales?” 

“The laugh will be on you when I make 
this greenish dust grow. The chances are 
infinity -to nothing that the living plant 
disappeared from the earth millions of 
years ago.” 

L ane was wrong in his first statement. 

Less than twenty- four hours later he 
found that the laugh was on him. And a 
nasty, sardonic laugh it was at that. He 
spoke from insufficient knowledge. 

Between them he and Drake had recon- 
structed the history of the perished race 
whose records the rigors of the Antarctic 
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solitudes had preserved unviolated. Drake 
as decipherer, and Lane as scientist, 
working together imagined themselves in 
possession of all the essential details of 
the catastrophe which had swept intelli- 
gence from the Earth when the poles were 
regions of perpetual summer. In the light 
of what happened less than twenty-four 
hours after Lane’s discovery of the green- 
ish spores, neither he nor Drake is now 
willing to claim finality for their conclu- 
sions. Before the struggle in which they 
all but perished, both were confident of 
their theory. It explained all the facts 
In their possession and it was rational. 

Their desperate fight for life showed 
them that they had not visualized one half 
of the truth. Wliat they had guessed was 
the obvious part. Their failure to recon- 
struct a single less obvious detail has 
taught them modesty. Neither Drake nor 
Lane will now admit that he knows more 
than a small fraction of that obliterated 
history. 

Lane moreover for the present is disin- 
clined to speculate on the obscure science 
behind the history. He prefers to leave 
fundamental theories and explanations to 
Ole. And it may be said In passing that 
Ole’s most ambitious theory has already 
attracted numerous followers. His fame, 
however, is rather mixed. His following is 
as large as Lane’s is select. For the notori- 
ous conservatism of professional scientists 
holds them back in following Ole in re- 
gions where the more adventurous layman 
rushes in whooping. 

Lane had been so absorbed in his green- 
ish spores that he failed to note the dis- 
appearance of Ole and Drake. They came 
into sight Just as Anderson began to 
swear. Joining the others they voted it 
a day’s work, firmly strapped on their 
packs, and started up the thousand foot 
scramble to the skyline. Topping it short- 
ly before sunset they marched fast and 
reached the site of their last night’s camp 
before dusk. Edith joined them presently. 

“Shall we camp here?” she asked. 

“We might as well,” Anderson replied. 
*Tt is convenient to the crater. Have you 
any reason for wishing to go farther back 
toward the oil lake?” 

“Perhaps not. You can decide best. The 
wind seems to be rising. Up on the three 
thousand foot level it Is blowing half a 
gale — thirty miles an hour from the north. 
Camped here in the open we shall have 
trouble with the plane if the current 
descends during the night.” 

“There is only a four or five mile breeze 


blowing from the southeast down here at 
present,” .the Captain pointed out. “So far 
as I can see the weather is exactly what 
it has been the past nine days.” 

“All right. If you are satisfied I am. 
Only I thought If there is any danger of 
the wind rising in the night it would be 
easier to manage the plane in the shelter 
of the south bank of the oil lake,” she told 
him. 

“There is no danger, 1 am sure. This 
breeze won’t go to more than six miles ah 
hour at any time during the night. Your 
speaking of the lake reminds me of some- 
thing. Will you take Ole and fly to the 
cache on the south shore for more 
matches? He can dig them out.” 

"Of course. We shall be back in half an 
hour.” 

"And while you are there,” her father 
begged, “dig up some sort of a tin can for 
me. Bring one with a lid. I want to pack 
these precious spores of mine safely 
away.” 

“Very well. I shall bring a fresh tin of 
ship bread and we can have a real feast. 
I know how to make a heavenly hoosh 
with hardtack and corned beef. You may 
have the tin.” 

“And the rest of you the stew, I sup- 
pose?” 

“If you go shares on your blessed 
spores,” she laughed, “weTl do likewise on 
the banquet.” 

When she returned Anderson thank- 
fully emptied his pockets of the greenish 
gray mess. 

“Be careful,” Lane admonished, hopping 
about excitedly on the frozen snow. 
“You’re losing half of the stuff. The breeze 
carries it off like smoke.” 

The Captain did Indeed lose about a 
pound and three-quarters. Finally turn- 
ing his pockets inside out he gave them a 
thorough dusting in the breeze. Although 
Lane was more careful he sJso lost half 
a pound to the wind. 

“Well," he said, “I have enough any- 
way.” He slapped down the lid. “With this 
I should be able to prove whether or not 
the life principle can rmaln indefinitely 
In abeyance.” 

“The great Swedish chemist Arrhenius 
almost says it can,” Ole informed them. 
"He has a theory that life originates on 
planets by the life seeds from another 
planet. The seeds drift across empty 
spaces for ages till they strike a planet 
cool enough for life. When the life seeds 
drift too close to the sun or some other 
star the heat destroys them.” 
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L ane received Arrhenius’ famous theory 
with the silence of disrespect. He 
was already familiar with it as a specula- 
tion of the well known physicists Tait and 
Stewart. To him it had always been the 
example "par excellence of the incompe- 
tence of the average scientist to reason 
straight about another man’s specialty. 
The Captain .thought he saw the point. 

“The hen and the egg over again, isn’t 
It? What starts life on the first planet? 
How do your precious life seeds begin in 
the first place?’’ 

“They’re not mine/’ Ole retorted in- 
dignantly. “Arrhenius invented them. 
The life came to the first planet from 
another planet.” 

“Exactly,” the Captain sneered. “And 
when the chain is complete you have per- 
petual motion. Go and patent it.” 

The dispute becoming personal, the 
pacific Dr£^e intervened. 

“Both, of you are right. Ole can’t be 
held responsible for any foolishness but 
his own. Nor can you. Captain, be blamed 
for criticizing a scientific theory. ’The ones 
that I have looked into are all like that. 
They assume the egg in order to produce 
the hen to explain the egg.” 

“And you,” the Doctor hotly interposed, 
‘being a bat-eyed archaeologist are a 
competent critic of science. You may be 
able to read prehistoric picture books but 
you couldn’t tell the difference between 
evolution and relativity. Just because you 
mess about with fossilized opinions you 
set yourself up as a judge of modern sci- 
ence.” 

“Not at all,” Drake retorted. “I only 
say that my training in antiquities enables 
me to tell fresh eggs from Chinese. And 
if Arrhenius’ perpetual motion theory of 
the origin of life isn’t a scientific bad egg 
I have no nose. One doesn’t need a brain 
to test things as far gone as that.” 

“Now you two,” said Edith, giving each 
of them a shake, “eat your hoosh before 
it freezes. You can fight afterwards.” 

“We won’t want to,” Drake grinned, 
“with a gallon of food under our belts.” 

“True,” the Doctor agreed. “If those 
poor monsters over there had been proper- 
ly fed they might have made great pets. 
The struggle for subsistence ruined their 
tempers.” 

“I wonder if the blowholes will perform 
tonight?” Edith asked. 

“No,” Ole confidently asserted; “By my 
theory they should not go off till early to- 
morrow forenoon.” 

“Your theory be blowed,” the Captain 


growled. He was jealous. “You’re always 
theorizing and always wrong.” 

But Ole was right. There was no flareup 
till nine o’clock the next morning. 

CHAPTER X 

DESPERATE 

A fter the meal they luxuriously 
crawled into their warm sleeping 
bags and lay talking for an hour. 
Having exterminated the adjacent rookery 
of monsters they saw no necessity for set- 
ting a watch. The chances of any adven- 
turous prowlers from the interior of the 
crater foraging the icy wilderness were 
negligible. 

They decided to have a good night’s sleep 
and be fresh in the morning for a deeper 
descent into the crater. ’The day following 
Edith had reserved to take her father to 
the unruined paradise which she and Ole 
had discovered. ’The others were to march 
to the oil lake and wait there for Edith to 
take them across. ’They were then to return 
to the ship for a second attempt to reach 
the black barrier of Anderson’s first objec- 
tive. Although they had not yet devised a 
means for traversing the dangerous trough 
of blowholes which they had blundered on 
in their first expedition, nevertheless they 
felt confident that necessity would stimu- 
late their inventiveness to a safe plan. 

Anderson was more determined than 
ever to reach his first goal. There was no 
doubt that the black rock barrier beyond 
the trough was the wall of another vast 
ruined paradise. Therefore, he argued, 
there must be oil in its vicinity. What was 
true of one hole in the ice, he said, must 
be true of another just like it. Lane had 
considerably modified his veto of the pos- 
sibility of finding oil in such a formation. 
And the deciding factor in his change of 
opinion was his discovery that the black 
cement was not of natural origin. 

“What do you make of it all. Lane?” the 
Captain asked from his sleeping" bag. 

“I told you the other day. We have dis- 
covered the final product of an intelli- 
gence that vanished from the earth be- 
fore America was a continent. That intel- 
ligence, I believe, either deliberately or 
accidentally solved the problem of life. 
For some reasons I think it more probable 
that the initial discovery was a blunder. 

“The authors of the mistake were im- 
potent to control it. Everything we have 
discovered points to their inability to di- 
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rect their creation. As I said the other day 
they realized what they had done only 
when it was too late, foresaw its probable 
consequences, and destroyed their entire 
civilization in the attempt to nullify their 
blunder. That they failed to carry out their 
destructive purpose completely is self-evi- 
dent. Had they succeeded not one of those 
dead monsters over there would ever have 
come into existence.” 

“If they knew enough to create life,” Ole 
objected “they must have known how to 
destroy it." 

“Not necessarily. An idiot with a test 
tube of the right sort of germs might start 
a plague that not all the doctors of the 
world could control. And so with this 
thing. The minute specks of living matter 
which they created — I am assuming the 
process for the sake of illustration only — 
multiplied like bacteria. Now what is the 
last remedy for a plague infested village? 
Why, to burn it to the ground. So possibly 
those rash experimenters learned. But the 
seeds of life — again I am merely guessing 
— ^had been scattered broadcast over the 
country by the winds. 

“What was to be done? Fire the whole 
country? That would have been useless. 
For it is impossible to bake the soil over 
thousands of square miles to a depth of 
several feet. I am assuming from tangible 
evidence that the plague of life had passed 
so far beyond control that the very soil 
was impregnated with its germs. 

“What would they do? What could they 
do but seal every mile of the infected soil? 
No air must reach the life spores. Light 
must be excluded. They systematically set 
about burying the fertility of their conti- 
nent under millions of tons of air tight ce- 
ment.” 

“But why should they bring slow starva- 
tion on themselves,” Edith objected, ‘^'if, 
as you say, they had not created any dan- 
gerous animals to prey on them, but only 
the merest beginnings of life?” 

“For one very good reason. We may as- 
sume that their intelligence was higher 
than ours. Otherwise they could not have 
created life. Knowing enough even to 
blunder onto the secret of life they cer- 
tainly would be competent to decide 
whether their creation was in line with 
orderly, normal evolution. Finding that 
their artificial life spores all were but the 
potential ancestors of abominations to be 
evolved to maturity millions of years in 
the future, they looked forward to the 
probable state of the world as a result of 


their mistake. They foresaw hell on earth. 

i^riiHERE was no immediate danger. 

J. There was not even the possibility of 
slight discomfort for millions upon mil- 
lions of years. But there was the abso- 
lute certainty at the end of ages of a world 
that a decent beast wouldn’t live in. They 
weighed one against the other — the cer- 
tainty of continued happiness for their 
race for a few million years longer against 
the equal certainty of hell on earth for- 
ever thereafter. And they decided that 
their protracted happiness, even their 
continued existence, was not worth its de- 
ferred cost. 

“I have said that they were intelligent. 
The deliberate sacrifice of their own hap- 
piness for a future that would never dream 
of their existence, proves my assertion. 
It is your stupid man who has the soul of 
a hog. Drake, you go on.” 

“Let me first knock the stuffing out of 
one of Ole’s numerous theories,” Drake be- 
gan. “’Then I can go on where the Doctor 
stopped. Ole maintains that the Intelligent 
beings — I won’t call them human, for they 
were too unselfish to deserve the epithet 
— who depicted all those acres of fantastic 
monsters actually saw the creatures whose 
outlines they pressed into the wet cement. 
He contends that the artists drew from 
living models. That I flatly deny. I ad- 
mit that they saw the models which in- 
spired them. But they saw with the mind’s 
eye only. Lane, I believe, is right. ’They 
actually created nothing more terrifying to 
behold than tiny specks of Jelly.” 

“You must prove your theory,’^ Ole ex- 
ploded, rising bodily in his sleeping bag to 
defend his offspring. 

“It proved itself the first time I saw 
your precious photographs. Of all those 
thousands of different monsters repre- 
sented in your pictures, not one was in a 
posture that by any stretch of the imagi- 
nation could be called natural. Every last 
one of them is drawn in some grotesque 
attitude that would set an Apache axtisfs 
teeth on edge. There has been a deliber- 
ate and successful attempt to make each 
posture unnatural in at least one detail. 
The variations are not mere conventions. 
They are systematic, infinitely various, and 
^ceedingly ingenious. 

“That gave me my first clue. "Whatever 
race designed those inscriptions had done 
its best to convey the information that 
the beasts were In a definite sense, im- 
aglnmy. They were not imaginary in the 
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sense that a fire breathing dragon is fic- 
titious. By the help of a half a ton of 
boolES I learned that such creatures were 
not flesh and bone Impossibilities. They 
might have come into being if natural evo- 
lution had started from different begin- 
nings. Lane helped me a lot on this. My 
own first guess wm merely a jump in the 
dark. 

“Being Ideal representations of non-ex- 
istent but possible creatures, what could 
they signify? The answer was immediate: 
the results of an elaborate scientific proph- 
ecy. 

“Even I, unscientific antiquarian as I 
am, have heard of those astronomers who 
predicted the exact spot in the heavens 
in which a planet— Neptune— that no hu- 
man eye had ever seen, would be found 
at a definite time on a certain night. And 
in spite of Lane’s harsh estimate of my 
scientific incompetence, I have also ad- 
mired that splendid discovery by the 
Scotch mathematician who foresaw from 
his equations our wireless waves and de- 
scribed their behavior a generation before 
wireless became practical. ^ 

“Knowing these antiquarian scraps of 
scientific history I let my imagination 
loose. If it is possible for us to predict 
unseen planets and foretell in detail great 
scientific advances, why should not a more 
intelligent race beat us at our own game? 
We predict only physical things. Why 
shouldn’t Lane, if he had brains enough, 
predict the future course of a hen’s life 
from an examination of the unhatched 
egg?’’ 

“No reason at all,’’ Lane laughed. “Some 
day they will do better than that. You 
should let your Imagination go.’’ 

“It might never come back to earth if 
I let loose altogether. Well, I made my 
working guess. I supposed that the au- 
thors of those Inscriptions were predict- 
ing the distant evolution of some form 
of life. Taking that as a foundation I 
tried what I could build. 

“You remember my remarking the en- 
tire absence of human figures from the 
inscriptions. Not one of those thousands 
of creatures represented could by any 
fiight of the imagination be considered 
above brute intelligence. The artists had 
taken great trouble to depict in each in- 
stance a savage, almost brainless stupidity. 

“Now I had also noticed Immediately the 
vivid and lifelike pictograms Of sangui- 
nary battles. Putting these two facts to- 
gether, the total absence of all higher in- 


telligence and the repeated depiction of 
terrible conflicts, I reached what seemed 
an obvious conclusion. 

“The authors of the inscriptions, I in- 
ferred, were depicting their own annihila- 
tion by an enemy as yet not fully created. 
Further they predicted the subsequent 
reign of brutal anarchy and unintelligence. 
The inscriptions were a forecast of what 
was to happen in the course of evolution. 
Intelligence, they predicted, was to dis- 
appear from the earth. Brute force, na- 
ture gone mad, and a chaos of living things 
were to rule in the place of dethroned 
order. 

64QO MUCH for the prophecy. Now for 

O the recorded history. Almost at the 
first glance I recognized that two dis- 
tinct periods of art, separated by a vast 
Interval of time, were represented in the 
inscriptions. Between the earlier and the 
later the technique of pictorial design had 
changed fundamentally. The art of both 
periods is developed almost to perfection. 
Nevertheless, ages separate the two schools, 
and they belong to the same race. I need 
not bore you with the evidence. It is of 
the same sort as that which enables ar- 
chaeologists to say at a glance whether a 
sculpture is Greek or Egyptian and further 
to fix its date relatively to some standard 
object. 

“Notice now the extraordinary and sig- 
nificant detail. The two periods of art, al- 
though widely separated in time, were of 
equal brilliance. During the ages between 
the first and second there had been no 
decline. We have no parallel to this in re- 
corded history. A few centuries, or at most 
two or three thousand years, sees the rise 
to approximate perfection and the sure de- 
scent to mediocrity. 

“This fact puzzled me more than all the 
other difficulties together, and it still is 
bafOing although to a lesser degree. I was 
totally unable to decide which Inscriptions 
were the earlier. The inscriptions of both 
periods depicted struggles and, so far as 
I could see for a long time, struggles of al- 
most identical character. What was the 
obvious conclusion? The earlier inscrip- 
tions prophesied the ghastly conflict, the 
later recorded its occurrence. I became 
convinced that the forgotten race early 
foresaw its extinction in the shadowy fu- 
ture, lived for ages in undiminished vigor 
anticipating destruction, and finally was 
overwhelmed in the height of Its power, 
surviving only long enough to leave a 
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record of impending and absolute defeat. 

“I then tried on this hypothesis to de- 
cide which set of inscriptions was the ear- 
lier. The net result was nil. Either the 
problem was beyond me or I had gone 
stale. 

“The intense scrutiny was not however 
a dead waste. A suspicion which had long 
been germinating in my subconscious 
mind struggled up to certainty. One set 
of inscriptions undoubtedly and possibly 
the other also, was in cipher. The actual 
conflict depicted was merely the symbol 
of a deeper war. It was not beast against 
beast, but beast against intelligence. Un- 
mistaJrably the battles of one set of in- 
scriptions were symbols of a conflict that 
was not material. What then could have 
been its nature? 

"By a process of exclusion I decided that 
the only rational guess was a strug^e 
against natural laws. The conflict was not 
material; it could not be against spirits. 
It therefore most probably was intellect 
against brute nature, the endless struggle 
of intelligence to be master of itself and 
creator of its own fate. The symbolic set 
of inscriptions, I decided, must record the 
struggles of the long extinct race to sub- 
due nature. In short the Inscription must 
be a summary of the more important scien- 
tiflc discoveries and technical achievements 
of the race. 

66rpHE next question was, why should 
JL they wish to conceal their scientiflc 
knowledge? My answer was immediate. 
It was also, I am now convinced, inade- 
quate. The scientiflc knowledge of the 
race, I reasoned, must have been en- 
trusted to a particular cult whose busi- 
ness it was to increase and apply the store 
of wisdom. To prevent disasters this cult 
by means of hieroglyphics and symbolic 
language would conceal from the unini- 
tiated all dangerous discoveries. Only a 
history of the severe struggle to master 
the secrets of life and the material uni- 
verse would be recorded, so that later gen- 
erations of seekers sho^d not repeat the 
experiments and encounter the same dan- 
gers. 

“It was now natural to ascribe the purely 
symbolic, or scientific, writings to the ear- 
lier period. The later Inscriptions I took 
to be a record of the destruction of the 
race by the creations of Its own science. 
The ruin which their scientists early pre- 
dicted overtook them, and the perishing 
r€tce left a warning to intelligent life, 


should such ever again inhabit the world, 
not to repeat the uncontrollable blunder 
which had destroyed its first perpetra- 
tors. 

“This hypothesis received a startling 
confirmation when we discovered that 
lump of black cement with the embedded 
inscriptions. The interior inscriptions, 
those which had been cemented over, be- 
longed to what I had decided was the ear- 
lier period; those on the face of the frag- 
ment to the latter. Evidently the attempt 
at concealment had been much more thor- 
ough than I dreamed. The race not only 
disguised their dangerous scientiflc knowl- 
edge in ambiguous symbolism; it actually 
burled the obnoxious wisdom beneath sev- 
eral inches of a cement as hard as dia- 
mond. 

“What could have driven them to such 
drastic caution? Only the desperate de- 
termination to obliterate the last traces 
of their scientific knowledge. And why? 
Because In the final conflict they had 
found its consequences terrible beyond 
belief. 

“As to the nature of their dangerous 
knowledge and the aspect of the mon- 
strous catastrophe which it engendered, I 
can only follow Lane in his speculations. 
That race blundered onto the secret of 
life. Creating it, they faj^loned the seeds 
of abominations. This they realized. And 
they foresaw that with the lapse of ages 
evolution would breed from their begin- 
nings, innocuous enough at the time and 
for millions of years to come, a swarming, 
uncontrollable multitude of monstrosities 
without intelligence. 

“Lane has outlined their probable mo- 
tives in choosing for themselves whole- 
sale destruction. Until we shall have spent 
several years on the inscriptions we can 
venture no theory as to how they created 
life.” 

“1 have a theory 1” Ole exploded. He had 
been suffering for twenty minutes. 

"Pipe down,” the Captain ordered. “Lane, 
how do you account for all those dead 
monsters over there by the blowholes? 
And for the thousands on the beach, to 
say nothing of the half million I saw boil- 
ing up from the bottom of the ocean?” 

“E^y. Those originators of life de- 
stroyed their creation, I pointed out, by 
burying the fertile soil of their continent 
under millions of tons of air-tight cement. 
A job like that takes time. The longer 
they worked at it the ^ower became their 
rate of progress. And for a very simple 
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reason. As the cemented region grew the 
food supply diminished. They took care, of 
course, to cement over the most dangerous 
places first, leaving the lighter work for 
the last few survivors of the race. 

“Now where did they get the rock and 
other material for making their untold 
millions of tons of the hardest cement?” 

“Out of the ground, of course. Mines.” 

“Exactly. That crater we were in today 
is the ruin of one of their mines. The 
vast circular depression that Ole and Edith 
visited is another. It fortunately is still 
undestroyed. That black barrier you arje 
so determined to explore is the ruined 
floor of another, heaved up by the, explo- 
sion of vast quantities of oil and natural 
gas. How many more there may be dotted 
about this frozen continent I hope some 
day to discover. 

66XV7TJLL, as I see it, they mined out 
W those endrmous holes to get ma- 
terial for their cement. The execution of 
so vast a project as theirs demanded the 
highest Intelligence and extraordinary en- 
gineering skill. I suspect that they sunk 
those pits so deep in order to utilize the 
internal heat of the earth. In their day, 
millions of years ago, the heat at com- 
paratively shallow depths must have been 
much greater than it is today in our 
deepest mines. For the same purpose, and 
also perhaps in the search for rarer min- 
erals required in making their time-out- 
lasting cement, they drove enormous tun- 
nels, galleries and vast pockets far into 
the rocks at every stage of their work. We 
have heard the tides of oil and water surg- 
ing along them under our feet. 

“Now for your animals. The race in its 
prime having cemented all the most dan- 
gerous regions, the diminishing survivors 
had only to complete the project by ce- 
menting the easier places. Their task was 
to seal the mines and subterranean cham- 
bers. The mines are these vast holes in 
this forsaken wilderness, liie one we ex- 
plored this morning certainly has been 
plastered with cement. They did a thor- 
ough job. That black wall must have been 
yards thick before the gas explosion blew 
the whole interior to bits. 

“The first engineers, foreseeing that the 
last survivors must perish of starvation be- 
fore the completion of their work, took 
the precaution of making the sides of their 
mines perpendicular. It was extremely Im- 
probable that every square yard of the 
floors, walls and roofs of the open mines 


and subterranean galleries would be safely 
cemented over before the last worker per- 
ished. Hundreds,' perhaps thousands, of 
acres of free soil would be left exposed to 
the light, air and moisture. The dangerous 
life seeds polluting these extensive un- 
cemented areas would live and develop, 
and with the lapse of ages evolve into 
abominations. This is why they made those 
pits, three miles deep, with perpendicular 
walls as smooth as glass. Whatever bred in 
those mines and galleries would live and 
die there. Soil and heat alike eventually 
becoming exhausted, the last vestiges of 
life in the mines and tunnels would per- 
ish. We happen to have arrived before the 
natural end, which may not come for mil- 
lions of years yet. 

“Why don’t we find the mighty engines 
which those great workers must have used? 
Those which they left exposed to the air 
were rust a million years ago. Stone will 
outlast iron, and this cement, hard as dia- 
mond, would outlast the finest steel. As 
for such of their machines as they used in 
their tunnels and caves, I confidently ex- 
pect to find traces, perhaps even one or 
two complete engines. For I intend to ex- 
plore thoroughly every mile of those sub- 
terranean galleries from here to the South 
Pole if necessary, and from .there to far 
under the floor of the Antarctic ocean. 

“T am convinced that the agelong action 
of heat and water has slowly widened the 
tunnels and extended them far out under 
the ocean. The roof of one of these, weak- 
ening under the same course, gave way, 
letting in the ocean. You saw the back- 
wash of oil and dead beasts blown up by 
the steam when the returning wave burst 
through to the subterranean fires. The 
monsters, I suspect, came from another 
such paradise as the one Ole and Edith dis- 
covered. I shouldn't wonder if it turned 
out to be the one yoii are set on visiting. 

“I have also a theory, as Ole might say, 
concerning the origin of your oil. These 
monsters have been living, evolving, mul- 
tiplying and dying in the galleries and un- 
cemented mines for millions of years, lit- 
erally for ages of geologic time. Their con- 
stantly decomposing carcasses are respon- 
sible for the lakes and oceans of oil which, 
I feel confident, swing their black tides 
deep down under this polar . ice cap. 

“Now, one last thing, and I shall have 
done. We’ve been talking an hour and it’s 
time we all went to sleep. I am willing to 
bet my specimens, including the incompar- 
able devil chick, against your oil lake, that 
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when we visit the unruined mine the .day 
after tomorrow, Edith and I shan’t find a 
single inscription on its walls. No other 
pit besides the one we explored today, I 
am convinced, will show the trace of an 
inscription. One record, the authors of the 
inscriptions rightly surmised, would be 
sufficient. So why waste their labor in 
leaving a score? The first record, the one 
which they later cemented over, was in- 
scribed near the beginning of their gi- 
gantic labor. They were just about to ce- 
ment over the walls of the first vast mine, 
now grown so unwieldy as to be unman- 
ageable. They decided to leave a record of 
the harsh science which was driving them 
to suicide. 

“Accordingly, as they worked, they 
pressed into the unset cement the secret 
symbolism of their fatal discoveries. This 
record they intended as a warning to their 
successors should intelligence eicer again 
visit the earth. Thousands of years later, 
still toiling at their stupendous task, they 
realized fully its crushing magnitude and 
the horror of the doom which they la- 
bored to nullify. While their own end still 
was thousands of years in the future they 
decided to obliterate forever the record 
of the knowledge which had driven their 
race down the long, slow way to death. 
Returning to their first mine they ce- 
mented over the dangerous science which 
was their ruin. Now let us go to sleep.” 

Edith was the first to awake. She first 
noticed an oppressive warmth. Not yet 
fully aroused she turned over on her side 
for a last nap. The sense of discomfort 
increased. Her hair, she imagined, had 
fallen over her face as she turned. Some 
strands evidently had got into her mouth. 

Still lazy, she tried to eject the sup- 
posed hair with her tongue. Failing, she 
used her fingers. The suspected hair hav- 
ing an unusual feel she held it before her 
eyes for examination. In the semi-dark- 
ness she saw that it was green. Startled, 
she looked more attentively. What she 
saw was a mass of fern-like foliage of 
hair-like fineness. 

It was the enemy. 

E DITH’S cries brought the others, un- 
able to get out of their sleeping bags, 
struggling to their feet. The mouths of 
the bags were choked with thick masses 
of the hair-like vegetation. 

Freeing their heads from the entangling 
meshes they stared out over a dense, 
matted Jungle of green hair five feet high. 
To the south numerous vivid mounds 
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marked the thickly overgrown carcasses 
of the asphyxiated monsters. To the north 
stretched a dense mat of impenetrable 
vegetation disappearing in a dark green 
cloud on the horizon. 

A hundred yards beyond the mounded 
monsters the tangled green mass ended 
abruptly, save for a single band a hundred 
yards broad reaching to the base of the 
black rocks. There the band stopped. It 
marked the course which the men had 
taken across the ice on their return from 
the crater. 

Were their ears deceived? They stood 
motionless, five blunted pillars festooned 
with great streamers and wreaths of the 
rank, fungus like green weed, listening in 
fear to the rustling crepitation. The whole 
mass was growing audibly. 

Then they noticed a deep green discol- 
oration of the ice on the west side of the 
broad band between the blowholes and 
the rocks. The edges of the band were not 
sharp, like the edge of a cornfield. The 
green mass, tapering down at the boun- 
daries, merged with the ice and snow. 
That green tinge on the ice far beyond 
the limit of growing vegetation was the 
dust of innumerable spores blown from 
the living plants by the East wind which 
rose with the dawn. 

Attempting to move they found them- 
selves bound from feet to armpits by liv- 
ing ropes woven from thousand of grow- 
ing, hairlike strands. They fully realized 
their desperate situation only when Edith 
with a frightened cry called attention to 
the airplane. It had disappeared beneath 
a tangled mound of green ropes. Even if 
they could extricate the machine it would 
be impossible to rise. That matted vegeta- 
tion would stop a thousand horsepower 
tractor in less than a hundred yards. 

“It is those Infernal spores,” the Doctor 
said quietly. “See how our. track from the 
rocks to the blowholes is marked by, the 
filthy weeds. All that started from the 
dust Anderson and I shed from our boots 
and our clothes as we marched. The sea 
of green rope between us and the horizon 
grew up in the night from the spores we 
lost to the wind. Evidently this stuff grows 
very slowly at first, then like a fire, or we 
should have noticed it before we went to 
sleep. So much for theory. Has anyone 
a plan for getting out of this? Don’t get 
panicky. Take your time.” 

“We might try to break our way through 
to the clean ice east of the band,” the 
Captain suggested, “and march round the 
stuff.” 
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“Not much chance of beating it to the 
ship, I’m afraid. StiU,. that’s one plan. 
Any more?” 

There was no response. 

“WeU,” said Lane, “I suppose it is for- 
ward march. Not that I am particularly 
anxious to return to civilization with this 
blunder on my head. My stupidity has let 
loose one of the enemies which that for- 
gotten race gave its life to chain. Having 
done the asinine thing I now see how it 
coxild have been avoided. Evidently these 
spores require cold and moisture in order 
to grow like this. Possibly a low tempera- 
ture actually forces the growth beyond 
all nature. In the dry, warm pockets in 
the cement, sealed from light and mois- 
ture, the spores would lie dormant in- 
definitely. 

“Probably what we found is the mass of 
spores from a growth which started from 
a few dusted off the bodies of the last 
workers. When the vegetation had ex- 
hausted the soil and moisture in the 
pocket it ceased to grow. In the warmth, 
1 imagine, the growth was slow and natu- 
ral. The spores have retained their life 
all these millions of years, waiting for a 
fool like me to broadcast them over the 
ideal medium for their luxuriant growth 
and propagation. Did those dead workers 
foresee the ice ages ahead? Did they seal 
the caves against the escape of this fiend 
to its stimulating cold? I don’t know. 
Such is my theory, and it is my last. 
Which way, Anderson?’’ 

“Head northeast. Ole, you're the strong- 
est. Go first till you give in. We head off 
the stuff before it grows over that bay 
against the rocks to the left. Then we can 
climb along the rocks and beat it to the 
east — ^if we can. It is an inch higher than 
it was when we began talking.’’ 

O LE made about twenty feet. Panting 
and sweating he stopped for breath. 
He made another two feet and collapsed 
in the green slush, 

“All right. Ole,” the Captain said, tak- 
ing his place. ’Tall behind while I have 
a go.” 

Anderson gave out at the third yard. 
“Drake, you’re next.” 

Drake made less than a yard. Lane fol- 
^lowed with a yard and a half. Edith 
shoved. And so it went until complete ex- 
haustion overtook them less than a hun- 
dred feet from their starting place. By 
now the green mass grew high above their 
heads when they stood erect. 

“I can do do more,” Anderson panted. 


Saying nothing they flung themselves 
down on the green mess they had tram- 
pled. Presently Edith got to her feet and 
beckoned to Drake. He followed her back 
along the green tunnel. The hair-like 
mass at the farther end was already a foot 
high. This was a second growth spring- 
ing rankly up from tl^ trampled slush of 
the first. 

“I wish you to know,” Edith began when 
they reached the end, “that I have always 
loved you. We shall not get out of here. 
I feel no shame in telling you.” 

“Why didn’t you tell me before,” he said, 
touched to the heart. “I never knew you 
cared that way for me, although' I hoped 
that some day you might, darling. We 
shall die here. Let us forget the past and 
not think of the cold eternity before us. 
The present is enough.” 

They heard someone ripping through 
the young growth in the tunnel. It was 
Ole. 

“The Doctor sent me to fetch some 
grub,” he said. 

Edith’s heart gave a great leap. While 
there is appetite there is hope. Her fa- 
ther’s head had started working again. 

“Come on,” she said to Drake, “we shall 
be married after all.” 

They found Lane and the Captain sit- 
ting in sUence. Anderson’s face weus ex- 
pressionless. The Doctor glanced up at 
Edith’s happy face, and a spasm of pain 
contracted his own. For he had sent Ole 
to fetch, not food, but a hundred pounds 
of dynamite. He had hoped to end the 
misery of all of them painlessly and in- 
stantaneously without Edith’s foreknowl- 
edge. 

“Have you thought of a way out?” she 
asked hopefully. 

“Yes,” he said. “But seeing you I haven’t 
the courage to take it.” 

She guessed. 

“John and I,” she said, laying her hand 
on Drake’s arm, “will go back again to 
the end of the tunnel where you can’t see 
us. I’m not afraid.” 

“But I am,” he said. 

She stood looking down at him, all the 
love and affection of her past happy life 
in her eyes. 

“You needn’t be afraid. I never was 
frightened of the dark.” 

Ole joined them, dragging his moss- 
grown pack. 

Anderson glared at him. 

“Why didn’t you do it back there instead 
of coming here to scare the girl to death?” 

“I’m not going to do it. You are. Sui- 
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clde and murder are against my religion.” 

“Blowing you to hell is the only good 
thing about this whole business. Hand me 
a cap and cut off a three-inch fuse.” 

In spite of himself Ole began to fum- 
ble. His half-frozen fingers refused to pick 
out the cap. Then searching for his knife 
to cut the fuse he remembered what had 
become of it. He looked at Edith. 

“You couldn't fetch my knife, could 
you?” 

“No, stupid,” she laughed. “How could 
I fiy back to the tunnel?” 

“Here,” the Captain exclaimed, impati- 
ently brushing him aside, “I’ll do it.” 

Working in silence Anderson methodi- 
cally set about his business. Lane still sat 
In the green slush, trying not to think of 
Edith. Presently he rose to his feet. 

“The blowholes will spout in a moment,” 
he said. “I just felt the suspicion of a 
tremor.” 

Involuntarily' Anderson paused in his 
work. 

The violent shaking began and ended 
with unexpected suddenness, throwing 
them down in the slush. A dull thudding 
in the air announced the kindling of the 
flame cones. 

“Gas, oil!” Lane shouted. 

In his excitement he was incapable of 
giving coherent expression to the associa- 
tion of ideas which flashed across his 
memory. The others started away from 
him. Even Edith drew baclT in alarm. Al- 
though they were about it die it seemed a 
terrible thing that one of their number 
should go out of life mad. 

“Don’t you remember. Ole?” he con- 
tinued, barely able to utter the words for 
emotion. “The oil from the shale on the 
beach oozed down into the hole where that 
green stuff lay. That plant was the same 
as this. What destroyed it? Oil! The 
whole mass was dissolved, a mess of brown 
sludge when we saw it next. Oil is its 
natural enemy! Those gas flames made 
me think of oil. Thank God for memory!” 

They still thought him demented. 

“Nitric acid might as well be its natural 
enemy,” Drake remarked, “for all the 
good it will do us. Where are we to get 
oil?” 

Drake had not yet learned that genius 
is the gift for making the most of cir- 
cumstances. 

“Where?” the Doctor shouted. “Prom 
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the tank of the airplane of course. Edith, 
can you spare two hundred gallons and 
still have enough petrol to take us to the 
south shore of the oil lake?” 

“Yes. It is less than a ten-minute fly. I 
can spare three hundred gallons if you 
need that much and have plenty to fly to 
the cache by the ship.” 

But Lane had not yet thought that far. 
Neither his own possible escape from 
death nor that of the party had yet come 
above his horizon. He was planning a 
greater deliverance. 

“Break through to the plane. Ole,” he 
ordered, “while I get the can.” 

T he twelve feet to the oil tank took only 
half an hour. Hope had trebled their 
strength. The first petrol drawn was used 
to soak the spores in the can. These were 
then thrown away in the tunnel and the 
can washed clean. 

“Strip that green devil off the plane 
somewhow, the rest of you,” Lane directed, 
“while I spread the petrol in the tunnel.” 
They went at the job like tigers. 
“Look,” Lane cried from the tunnel. 
“See what the soaked spores did.” 

Hurrying back they found him standing 
in a pool of brown muck. Like -a field of 
dry flax before a fire the eight-foot wall 
of green hair was dissolving round the 
edges of the pool. The almost instantane- 
ous decay ate like a flame into the im- 
penetrable thicket. 

Lane carefully spread his can of oil 
against the matted roots along the left 
side of the tunnel. When he returned with 
the second can a band of brown slush two 
feet broad marked the destruction 
wrought by the first. 

Four hours later they had cleared the 
plane and opened up a straight alleyway 
through the matted tangle sufficiently 
broad and long enough for the plane to 
run along and take the air. 

“Hang on all your dynamite,” Lane 
ordered. “I’ll bring the can. Leave every- 
thing else.” 

Ole and Edith climbed into their places, 
Drake sat on the back on the seat clutch- 
ing Ole round the neck, while Lane and 
the Captain disposing themselves on either 
side of Drake clung to him and to one an- 
other. The load, although considerable, 
was far below the plane’s lifting capacity. 
Edith ran it down the long alleyway and 
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lifted from the brown sludge with thirty 
feet to spare. 

Their last look at the blowholes showed 
the green mounds all about them lit up 
by the cheery fires. 

Rising to the thousand foot level they 
saw beneath them a vivid green band 
twelve miles broad winding like a river 
due north toward the oil lake. 

“That’s what the wind did with the 
spores we lost last night. The stuff mul- 
tiplies on itself like compound Interest at 
ten thousand per cent. Unless we stop its 
growth now this whole continent will be 
matted thick in a month.” 

“And then it will blow across the ocean 
to South America.” 

“Not if I can help it. We don’t know 
yet whether it can multiply like this in a 
warmer climate. Freezing temperature 
seems to. act on it like a violent stimulant. 
For all we know it might be controllable 
at ten degrees and perish at fifty. But I’m 
not going to find out. This plague will 
never get father than that lake. Land 
near the cache, Edith. We shall need all 
the dynamite we have.” 

Anderson guessing the Doctor’s purpose 
made no remonstrance. The oil had risen 
higher in the lake during the night. Six 
inches more and it would begin spilling 
over the south barrier of the lake. But 
they could not wait for nature. ’The green 
plague river was broadening before their 
eyes. In half a day it would have streamed 
up the Intervening three miles to the oil 
lake, surrounded it, and swept onto the 
desolate plain beyond in its ever swifter 
rush to the ocean. 

Ole unearthed the pick and began dig- 
ging furiously into the ice under the nar- 
rowest point of the barrier. 

“How long will it take to fly across the 
lake, Edith?” Lane asked. 

‘"Twenty minutes at the most.” 

“Then give your shoots a twenty-minute 
fuse,” Lane directed. “We shan’t stay to 
see the show. The oil may catch when the 
dynamite explodes. All hands soak them- 
selves in crude oil. We can’t risk starting 
those infernal spores in a new place.” 

Setting the example Lane baled up sev- 
eral canfulls of the black oil and drenched 
himself from head to feet. Then he soused 
the plane. Having finished he passed the 
can to Drake and stood watching Ander- 
son at his work. The Captain was saying 
nothing in the presence of his tragedy, 

“Look here. Captain,” Lane said, “all 
this is due to my stupidity alone. I have 
lost your oil for you. In slight return I 


shall make you a present of the finest 
thousand-acre orange grove in California.” 

The proud temptation to refuse gave 
way to the memory of twenty years of 
cold and stink. 

“I accept the sunshine and orange blos- 
soms with all my thanks,” the Captain re- 
plied. 

“And while you are about that job,” 
Lane continued, "put this in with the 
dynamite too,” He handed the Captain 
his tobacco box containing the parasites 
which he had scraped from the monster’s 
tall. “I shall not take another chance with 
any of the infernal diseases of the ar- 
chaean age,” he said. 

Having planted the last charge Ander- 
son soaked his clothing in oil before light- 
ing all four fuses. He then clambered up 
on the plane with the others. They were 
off as fast as they could fly. 

Twenty minutes passed, twenty-five, and 
they were well beyond the north shore of 
the lake speeding toward the ship. 

“Are you sure those fuses were dry?” 
Lane shouted above the roar of the 
propeller. 

Anderson nodded. 

T hey flew another three minutes be- 
fore hearing in rapid succession the 
four dull explosions which announced the 
release of the oil flood. 

Nearing the ship they saw Bronson and 
the men on the ice near the petrol cache 
loafing about, exercising the dogs and the 
now sturdy devil chick. 

“Out of here at once,” Anderson ordered. 
“Is steam up?” 

"Yes sir.” 

“Send four of the men to the petrol 
cache to fill the tank of the plane to ca- 
pacity. Order the rest to get the sledges 
and their pdcks in shape for an immedi- 
ate march to the coast. Hell’s going to 
break loose.” 

Bronson obeyed orders on the run, 
“Now Edith,” Anderson continued, “you 
and Hansen stand by ready to follow the 
ship down the channel. If mud comes 
down and mires us fly as fast as you can 
to the nearest whaling station and send 
help. Ole will do the navigating. We shall 
pack to the coast and wait there for re- 
lief.” 

“Can I take the devil chick?” she asked. 
“That brute? It’s as big as a cow.” 

“The plane can lift it easily.” 

“Nothing doing. But,” he added, seeing 
the tears In her eyes, “we’ll herd the ugly 
beast along with us If we have to' hike.” 
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Bronson rejoined them to say that the 
plane was now ready for a thousand mile 
flight. 

“Very well. Get the ship out of here. 
Have the men ready to leave her at the 
flrst sign of trouble.” 

The men were already stowing their 
effects, including the obstinate devil chick, 
aboard the ship. 

Bronson had gone but four steps when 
the ice leapt into a crimson glow. 

“Get the men on the ice and run for the 
coast,” Anderson shouted. 

The men needed no orders. They were 
swarming out as fast as they could. The 
appalling concussion swept over them just 
as they reached the Ice. Looking south 
they saw the roof of the continent hurtling 
skyward. A vast gush of red flames surg- 
ing up overtook the black mass, flattened 
along its underside in curling billows of 
crimson, and for an instant pressed the 
millons of tons of suspended rock and 
cement hard against the sky. Then it fell. 

The 'fliers were already headed for the 
coast. 

Edith’s last vision of the ship re- 
vealed one of the crew tugging desperate- 
ly at the devil chick’s head in a final at- 
tempt to get it ashore again. Failing, the 
man abandoned the wretched creature 
and jumped to save his own life. 

The falling of the suspended rock had 
set up a choppy land tide of waves twen- 
ty feet high. Like a thunderclap the walls 
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of the inlet met, parted, and met again. 
The ship was matches. 

Explosion after explosion rolled the flee- 
ing machine over and over in the turbu- 
lent air like a feather. But it was a well 
built plane, and nothing of consequence 
snapped. 

The fliers, better than the men far be- 
hind reeling over the heaving ice, knew 
what might come at any instant. The oil 
which had gushed over the plain from the 
lake, to plunge down the flaming blow- 
holes and generate vast quantities of gas, 
must still be rushing in a river of fire to- 
ward the subterranean reservoirs beneath 
the unruined paradise. That the two 
chains of underground lakes were con- 
nected they had good grounds for believ- 
ing. 

Their expectations were realized late 
that afternoon as they sped northeast in 
their flight toward the nearest whaling 
station. Neither has any memory of how 
they weathered the unimaginable tempest 
of detonations which shook the upper air 
from the Antarctic to Rio. The unruined 
paradise was ruined. 

Four weeks later the whaling vessel 
Orion of Boston rescued a party of stunned 
and half-starved men shivering on the ice 
at the mouth of what had been the inlet. 
They were unable to give any coherent 
account of their experience. Not a mem- 
ber of the crew had been lost. The ex- 
pedition had returned with its life. 
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The Day of the Brown Horde 

By Richard Tooker 

A novel of the Dawn of Time, and one'man’s single-handed battle 
against the hideous, inescapable vengeance of the tribal gods he had 
dared to challenge. 
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The Editor’s Page 


F resh from going over the manjr fascinating letters from readers of the 
March issue of Famous Fantastic Mysteries, the editors find certain ques- 
tions the most pressing-certain suggestions most happily sent in in time to 
be utilized for the next issue after this June one. 

Among the questions comes the one about the reprinting of magazine stories. 
Our policy has not changed in that respect, at the present time, and in the near 
future we have some fine, non-magazine stories coming up. 

Cutcliffe Hyne’s “The Lost Continent,” an excellent fantastic adventure of 
voyagers from ancient Yucatan to Atlantis, is one of the best — an “alive” and 
active story — and one to which Lawrence will find an inspiring medium for his 
ample talent. 

Shorter stories by Arthur Machen, Lord Dunsany, and A. Conan Doyle have 
the editors’ favor in selecting from the many lists and suggestions that come 
pouring in. If “The Wendigo” pleases almost everyone, we can have some more 
stories by Blackwood in the book — such as that famous one, “The Willows.” 

* « * * 

A fan — one of the girls, it happens — writes to ask if we pay attention to the 
readers’ requests. Now, outside of being obliged to follow our own present an- 
nounced policy for the magazine in general, we are completely guided by thfe 
readers. All suggested books are checked on, and if they are approved by an 
unofficial board of collectors who know them, they are secured, carefully read, 
and passed on by the editors. Famous Fantastic Mysteries has always been pro- 
duced on this plan of reader choice, as the steady followers of the magazine 
from its beginnings well know. 

* 4 < 1)1 


The opinions of the readers concerning our choice need not be commented 
upon here. The Viewpoints Department states the verdicts of all there is room 
for. We would like to say, however, that we were extremely gratified by the 
readers’ reception of the quarterly issues of the past year, and by their approval 
of Lawrence’s really remarkable resumption of the marvelous work of Finlay 
and Paul, whom we have had to forego for “the duration.” 

As the letters in these pages testify, Lawrence has become more than a re- 
placement artist. He has proved that he belongs beside our beloved Finlay and 
Paul when they return from the Service. 

* * * * 


We are specially gratified by the many perfect tributes to the memory of A. 
Merritt, written by readers who loved the strange and spariding characters 
from his wonderful imagination and the great, magnificently colorful spectacles 
in the Moon Pool, the Mirage, and the Abyss ; and those who knew and loved the 
man himself. 'There could be no finer tribute to him than these sincere and beau- 
tifully written memorials. 
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Let ARGOSY Be Your Guide 

Follow the sure route to reading pleasure! In its bright new dress and larger size, 
Argosy points the way — ^with a remarkable lineup of stories and articles by the leading 
writers of 1944. In the big April issue you'll find: 


Book-length Novel 

Hearts and Diamonds 
by MARIE BEYNON RAY 

Novelette 

A Fortune in Fish 
by HENRY NORTON 

Artielev 

Russia’s Second Front 
by ELLA WINTER 

Should Germany Be Destroyed? 
by LOUIS P. LOCHNER 

Mr. Big of Texas 
by WYTHE WILUAMS 

Are Women Tougher Than Men? 
by AMRAM SCHEINFELD 

The Defense Can’t Win 
by GEORGE FIELDING ELIOT 


Short Storiea 
Across a Frozen Sea 
by HAROLD LAMB 

Radio Date, 
by C. P. DONNEL, JR. 

Soldier’s Dog 

by JOHN RANDOLPH PHILLIPS 

Welders Away! 
by DON JAMES 

The Biggest Little Man 
by McKNIGHT MALMAR 

Losses Negligible 
by JAMES RAMSEY ULLMAN 

Trader 

by JIM KJELGAARD 

Everything Isn’t Enough 
by JEAN FRANCIS WEBB 

A Blonde, A Redhead and 
A Sucker 

by PETE PEDERSEN 


Eleanor Roosevelt, WiUiam L Shirer, John Erskine, Dorothy Thompson and others 
answer the question, “What Will Victory Bring?” and many other distinguished authors 
contribute memorable articles and stories. 

April ARGOSY on sale now 
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THE WENDICO 

By Algernon Blackwood 

Taken from "The Tales of Algernon Blackwood.” pub- 
lished and eopyright by E. P. Dutton <£ Co.. Inc., 

New York. 


“An amazingly potent tale . . . 
horrible evidences of a vast for- 
est daemon about which ISorth 
Woods lumbermen whisper at 
evening, A marked triumph 
in craftsmanship.^’ 

— H. P. Lovecraft 


A CONSIDERABLE number of hunting 
parties were out that year without 
finding so much as a fresh trail; for 
the moose were uncommonly shy, and the 
various Nimrods returned to the bosoms 
of their respective families with the best 
excuses the facts or their imaginations 
could suggest. Dr. Cathcart, among others, 
came back without a trophy; but he 
brought instead the memory of an experi- 
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ence which he declares was worth all the 
bull-moose that had ever been shot. But 
then Cathcart, of Aberdeen, was interested 
in other things besides moose — amongst 
them the vagaries of the human mind. 
This particular story, however, found no 
mention in his book on Collective Hallu- 
cination for the simple reason (so he con- 
fided once to a fellow colleague) that he 
himself played too intimate a part in it 
to form a competent judgment of the af- 
fair as a whole. . . . 

Besides himself and his guide, Hank 
Davis, there was yovmg Simpson, his 
nephew, a divinity student destined for 
the “Wee Kirk” (then on his first visit to 
Canadian backwoods), and the latter’s 
guide, Defago. Joseph D6fago was a 
French “Canuck,” who had strayed from 
his native Province of Quebec years be- 
fore, and had got caught in Rat Portage 
when the Canadian Pacific Railway was 
a-building; a man who, in addition to his 
unparalleled knowledge of woodcraft and 
bush-lore, could also sing the old voyageur 
songs and tell a capital hunting yarn into 
the bargain. He was deeply susceptible, 
moreover, to that singular spell which the 
wilderness lays upon certain lonely na- 
tures, and he loved the wild solitudes with 
a kind of romantic passion that amounted 
almost to an obsession. The life of the 
backwoods fascinated him — whence, 
doubtless, his surpassing efficiency in deal- 
ing with their mysteries. 

On this particular expedition he was 
Hank’s choice. Hank knew him and swore 
by him. He also swore at him, “jest as a 
pal might,” and since he had a vocabulary 
of picturesque, if utterly meaningless, 
oaths, the conversation between the two 
stalwart and hardy woodsmen was often 
of a rather lively description., This river 
of expletives, however, Hank agreed to 
dam a little out of respect for his old 
“hunting boss,” Dr. Cathcart, whom of 
course he addressed after the fashion of 
the country as “Doc”; and also because 
he imderstood that young Simpson was al- 
ready a “bit of a parson.” He had, how- 
ever, one objection to D6fago, and one 
only — which was, that the French Cana- 
dian sometimes exhibited what Hank de- 
scribed as “the output of a cursed and 
dismal mind,” meaning apparently that 
he sometimes was true to type, Latin type, 
and suffered fits of a kind of silent morose- 
ness when nothing could induce him to 
utter speech. Defago, that is to say, was 
imaginative and melancholy. And, as a 
rule, it was too long a spell of “civiliza- 


tion” that induced the attacks, for a few 
days of the wilderness invariably cured 
them. 

This, then, was the party of four that 
found themselves in camp the last week 
in October of that “shy moose year” ’way 
up in the wilderness north of Rat Portage 
— ^a forsaken and desolate country. There 
was also Punk, an Indian, who had ac- 
companied Dr. Cathcart and Hank on 
their hunting trips in previous years, and 
who acted as cook. His duty was merely 
to stay in camp, catch fish, and prepare 
venison steaks and coffee at a few min- 
utes’ notice. He dressed in the worn-out 
clothes bequeathed to him by former pa- 
trons, and, except for his coarse black hair 
and dark skin, he looked in these city 
garments no more like a real redskin than 
a stage Negro looks like a real African. 
For all that, however. Punk had in him 
still the Instincts of his dying race; his 
taciturn silence and his endurance sur- 
vived; also his superstition. 

The party round the blazing fire that 
night were despondent, for a week had 
passed without a single sign of recent 
moose discovering itself. Defago had sung 
his song and plunged into a story, but 
Hank,., in bad humour, reminded him so 
often that “he kep’ mussing-up the fac’s 
so, that it was 'most all nothin’ but a 
petered-out lie,” that the Frenchman had 
finally subsided into a sulky silence which 
nothing seemed likely to break. Dr. Cath- 
cart and his nephew were fairly done after 
an exhausting day. Punk was washing up 
the dishes, grunting to himself under the 
lean-to of branches, where he later also 
slept. No one troubled to stir the slowly 
dying fire. Overhead the stars were bril- 
liant in a sky quite wintry, and there was 
so little wind that ice was already form- 
ing stealthily along the shores of the still 
lake behind them. The silence of the vast 
listening forest stole forward and envel- 
oped them. Hank broke in suddenly with 
his nasal voice. 

“I’m in favour of breaking new ground 
to-morrow. Doc,” he observed with energy, 
looking across at his employer. “We don’t 
stand a dead Dago’s chance about here.” 

“Agreed,” said Cathcart, always a man 
of few words. “Think the idea’s good.” 

“Sure pop, it’s good,” Hank resumed with 
confidence. “S’pose, now, you and I strike 
west, up Garden Lake way for a change! 
None of us ain’t touched that land yet — 

“And you, Defago, take Mr. Simpson 
along in the small canoe, skip across the 
lake, portage over into Fifty Island Water. 
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and take a good squint down that thar 
southern shore. The moose ‘yarded’ there 
like hell last year, and for all we know 
they may be doin’ it agin this year jest to 
spite us.” 

D EFAGO, keeping his eyes on the fire, 
said nothing by way of reply. He was 
still offended, possibly, about his inter- 
rupted story. 

“No one’s been up that way this year, 
an’ I’ll lay my bottom dollar on thatV’ 
Hank added with emphasis, as though he 
had a reason for knowing. He looked over 
at his partner sharply. “Better take the 
little silk tent and stay away a couple o’ 
nights/’ he concluded, as though the mat- 
ter were definitely settled. For Hank was 
recognized as general organiser of the 
hunt, and in charge of the party. 

It was obvious to anyone that Defago 
did not jump at the plan, but his silence 
seemed to convey something more than 
ordinary disapproval, and across his sen- 
sitive dark face there passed a curious ex- 
pression like a flash of firelight — ^not so 
quickly, however, that the three men had 
not time to catch it. "He funked for some 
reason 1 thought,” Simpson sa.id after- 
wards in the tent he shared with his uncle. 
Dr. Cathcart made no immediate reply, 
although the look had interested him 
enough at the time for him to make a 
mental note of it. The expression had 
caused him a passing uneasiness he could 
not quite account for at the moment. ' 
But Hank, of course, had been the first 
to notice it, and the odd thing was that 
instead of becoming explosive or angry 
over the other’s reluctance, he at once be- 
gan to humour him a bit. 

“But there ain’t no speshul reason why 
no one's been up there this year,” he said, 
with a perceptible hush in his tone; “not 
the reason you mean, anyway! Las’ year 
it was the fires that kep’ folks out, and 
this year I guess — ^I guess it jest happened 
so, that’s all!” His manner was clearly 
meant to be encouraging. 

Joseph Defago raised his eyes a mo- 
ment, then dropped them again. A breath 
of wind stole out of the forest and stirred 
the embers into a passing blaze. Dr. Cath- 
cart again noticed the expression in the 
guide’s face, and again he did not like it. 
But this time the nature of the look be- 
trayed itself. In those eyes, for an instant, 
he caught the gleam of a man scared in 
his very soul. It disquieted him more than 
he cared to admit. 

“Bad Indians up that way?” he asked, 


with a laugh to ease matters a little, while 
Simpson too sleepy to notice this subtle 
by-play moved off to bed with a prodigious 
yawn; “or — or anything wrong with the 
country?” he added, when his nephew was 
out of hearing. 

Hank met his eye with something less 
than his usual frankness. 

“He’s jest skeered,” he replied good- 
humouredly, “skeered stiff about some ole 
feery tale! That’s all, ain’t it, ole pard?” 
And he gave Defago a friendly kick on the 
moccasined foot that lay nearest the fire. 

Defago looked up quickly, as from an in- 
terrupted reverie, a reverie, however, that 
had not prevented his seeing all that went 
on about him. 

“Skeered— nufftfn’!” he answered, with 
a flush of defiance. “There’s nuthin’ in 
the Bush that can skeer Joseph Defago, 
and don’t you forget it!” And the natural 
energy with which he spoke made it im- 
possible to know whether he told the 
whole truth or only a part of it. 

Hank turned towards the doctor. He 
was just going to add something when he 
stopped abruptly and looked round. A 
sound close behind them in the darkness 
made all three start. It was old Punk, 
who had moved up from his lean-to while 
they talked and now stood there just be- 
yond the circle of firelight — ^listening. 

“ ’Nother time. Doc!” Hank whispered, 
with a wink, “when the gallery ain’t 
stepped down into the stalls!” And, spring- 
ing to his feet, he slapped the Indian on 
his back and cried noisily, “Come up t’ the 
fire an’ warm yer dirty red skin a bit.” 
He dragged him towards the blaze and 
threw more wood on. “That was a mighty 
good feed you give us an hour or two 
back,” he continued heartily, as though 
to set the man’s thoughts on .another 
scent, “and it ain’t Christian to let you 
stand out there freezin’ yer ole soul to 
hell while we’re getting all good an’ 
toasted!” Punk moved in and warmed his 
feet, smiling darkly at the other’s volu- 
bility which he only half understood, but 
saying nothing. And presently Dr. Cath- 
cart, seeing that further conversation was 
impossible, followed his nephew’s example 
and moved off to the tent leaving the 
three men smoking over the now blazing 
fire. 

It is not easy to undress in a small tent 
without waking one’s companion, and 
Cathcart, hardened and warmblooded as 
he was in spite of his fifty odd years, did 
what Hank would have described as “con- 
siderable Of his twilight” in the open. He 
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noticed, during the process, that Punk 
had meanwhile gone back to his lean-to, 
and that Hank and D6fago were at it 
hammer and tongs, or, rather, hammer 
and anvil, the little French Canadian be- 
ing the anvil. It was all very like the con- 
ventional stage picture of Western melo- 
drama: the fire lighting up their faces 
with patches of alternate red and black; 
D6fago, in slouch hat and moccasins in the 
part of the “badlands’ ” villain; Hank, 
open-faced and hatless, with that reck- 
less fling of his shoulders, the honest and 
deceived hero; and old Punk, eavesdrop- 
ping in the background, supplying the at- 
mosphere of mystery. The doctor smiled 
as he noticed the details; but at the same 
time something deep within him — he 
hardly knew what — shrank a little, as 
though an almost imperceptible breath of 
warning had touched the surface of his 
soul and was gone again before he could 
seize it. Probably it was traceable to the 
“scared expression’’ he had seen in the 
eyes of D^fago; “probably” — for this hint 
of fugitive emotion otherwise escaped his 
usually so keen analysis. D6fago, he was 
vaguely aware, might cause trouble some- 
how. ... He was not as steady a guide as 
Hank, for instance. . . . Further than that 
he could not get. . . . 

H e watched the men a moment long- 
er before diving into the stuffy tent 
where Simpson already slept soundly. 
Hank, he saw, was swearing like a mad- 
man; but it was the swearing of “affec- 
tion.” 

The ridiculous oaths flew freely now 
that the cause of their Obstruction was 
asleep. Presently he put his arm almost 
tenderly upon his comrade’s sho;ilder, and 
they moved off together into the shadows 
where their tent stood faintly glimmering. 
Punk, too, a moment later followed their 
example and disappeared between his 
odorous blankets in the opposite direction. 

Dr. Cathcart then likewise turned in, 
weariness and sleep still fighting in his 
mind with an obscure curiosity to know 
what it was had scared D4fago about the 
country up Fifty Island Water way — won- 
dering, too, why Punk’s presence had pre- 
vented the completion of what Hank had 
to say. Then sleep overtook him. He would 
know to-morrow. Hank would tell him the 
story while they trudged after the elusive 
moose. 

Deep silence fell about the little camp, 
planted there so audaciously in the jaws 
of the wilderness. The lake gleamed like 


a sheet of black glass beneath the stars. 
The cold air pricked. In the draughts of 
night that poured their silent tide from 
the depths of the forest, with messages 
from distant ridges and from lakes just 
beginning to freeze, there lay already the 
faint, bleak odours of coming winter. 
White men, with their dull scent, might 
never have divined them; the fragrance 
of the wood-fire would have concealed 
from them these almost electrical hints of 
moss and bark and hardening swamp a 
hundred miles away. Even Hank and 
D^fago, subtly iii league with the soul of 
the woods as they were, would probably 
have spread their delicate nostrils in 
vain. . . . 

But an hour later, when all slept like 
the dead, old Punk crept from his blankets 
and went down to the shore of the lake 
like a shadow— silently, as only Indian 
blood can move. He raised his head and 
looked about him. The thick darkness 
rendered sight of small avail, but, like the 
animals, he possessed other senses that 
darkness could not mute. He listened — 
then sniffed the air. Motionless as a hem- 
lock-stem he stood there. After five min- 
utes again he lifted his head and sniffed, 
and yet once again. A tingling of the won- 
derful nerves that betrayed Itself by no 
outer sign, ran through him as he tasted 
the keen air. Then, merging his figure 
into the surrounding blackness in a way 
that only wild men and animals under- 
stand, he turned, still moving like a 
shadow, and went stealthily back to his 
lean-to and his bed. 

And soon after he slept, the change of 
wind he had divined stirred gently the re- 
flection of the stars within the lake. Ris- 
ing among the far ridges of the country 
beyond Fifty Island Water, it came from 
the direction in which he had stared, and 
It passed over the sleeping camp with a 
faint and sighing murmur through the 
tops of the big trees that was almost too 
delicate to be audible. With it, down the 
desert paths of night, though too faint, 
too high even for the Indian’s hair-like 
nerves, there passed a curious, thin odour, 
strangely disquieting, an odour of some- 
thing that seemed unfamiliar — ^utterly un- 
known. 

The French Canadian and the man of 
Indian blood each stirred uneasily in his 
sleep just about this time, though neither 
of them woke. Then the ghost of that 
unforgettably strange odour passed away 
and was lost among the leagues of tenant- 
less forest beyond. 
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I N THE morning the camp was astir be- 
fore the sun. There had been a light 
fall of snow during the night and the air 
was sharp. Punk had done his duty be- 
times, for the odours of coffee and fried 
bacon reached every tent. All were in good 
spirits. 

“Wind’s shifted!” cried Hank vigorously, 
watching Simpson and his guide already 
loading the small canoe. “It’s across the 
lake — dead right for you fellers. And the 
snow’ll make bully trails! If there’s any 
moose mussing around up thar, they’ll not 
get so much as a tail-end scent of you 
with the wind as it is. Good luck. Mon- 
sieur Defago!” he added, facetiously giv- 
ing the name its French pronunciation for 
once, “bonne chance!" 

Defago returned the good wishes, ap- 
parently in the best of spirits, the silent 
mood gone. Before eight o’clock old Punk 
had the camp to himself, Cathcart and 
Hank were far along the trail that led 
westwards, while the canoe that carried 
Defago and Simpson, with silk tent and 
grub for two days, was already a dark 
speck bobbing on the bosom of the lake, 
going due east. 

The wintry sharpness of the air was 
tempered now by a sun that topped the 
wooded ridges and blazed with a luxurious 
warmth upon the world of lake and forest 
below; loons flew skimming through the 
sparkling spray that the wind lifted; div- 
ers shook their dripping heads to the sun 
and popped smartly out of sight again; 
and as far as eye could reach rose the 
leagues of endless, crowding Bush, desolate 
in its lonely sweep and grandeur, untrod- 
den by foot of man, and stretching its 
mighty and unbroken carpet right up to 
the frozen shores of Hudson Bay. 

Simpson, who saw it all for the first 
time as he paddled hard in the bows of 
the dancing canoe, was enchanted by its 
austere beauty. His heart drank in the 
sense of freedom and great spaces just 
as his lungs drank in the cool and per- 
fumed wind. Behind him in the stern seat, 
singing fragments of his native chanties, 
Defago steered the craft of birchbark like 
a thing of life, answering cheerfully all ' 
his companion’s questions. Both were gay 
and light-hearted. On such occasions men 
lose the superficial, wordly distinctions; 
they become human beings working to- 
gether for a common end. Simpson, the 
employer, and D§fago the employed, 
among these primitive forces, were simply 
— two men, the “guider” and the “guided.” 
Superior knowledge, of course, assumed 


control, and the younger man fell with- 
out a second thought into the quasi-sub- 
ordinate position. He never dreamed of 
objecting when Defago dropped the “Mr.,” 
and addressed him as “Say, Simpson,” or 
“Simpson, boss,” which was invariably the 
case before they reached the farther shore 
after a stiff paddle of twelve miles against 
a head wind. He only laughed, and liked 
it; then ceased to notice it at all. 

For this “divinity student” was a young 
man of parts and character, though as 
yet, of course, untravelled ; and on this 
trip — the first time he had seen any coun- 
try but his own and little Switzerland — 
the huge scale of things somewhat be- 
wildered him. It was one thing, he real- 
ised, to hear about primeval forests, but 
quite another to see them. While to dwell 
in them and seek acquaintance with their 
wild life was, again, an initiation that no 
intelligent man could undergo without 
a certain shifting of personal values 
hitherto held for permanent and sacred. 

Simpson knew the first faint indication 
of this emotion when he held the new 
.303 rifle in his hands and looked along 
its pair of faultless, gleaming barrels. The 
three days’ journey to their headquarters, 
by lake and portage, had carried the proc- 
ess a stage farther. And now that he was 
about to plunge beyond even the fringe 
of wilderness where they were camped 
^into the virgin heart of uninhabited re- 
gions as vast as Europe itself, the true na- 
ture of the situation stole upon him with 
an effect of delight and awe that his 
imagination was fully capable of ap- 
preciating. It was himself and Defago 
against a multitude — at least, against a 
Titan I 

The bleak splendours of these remote 
and lonely forests rather overwhelmed 
him with the sense of his own littleness. 
That stern quality of the tangled back- 
woods which can only be described as 
merciless and terrible, rose out of these 
far blue woods swimming upon the hori- 
zon, and revealed itself. He understood 
the silent warning. He realized his own 
utter helplessness. Only Defago, as a sym- 
bol of a distant civilization where man 
was master, stood between him and a piti- 
less death by exhaustion and starvation. 

It was thrilling to him, therefore, to 
watch Defago turn over the canoe upon 
the shore, pack the paddles carefully un- 
derneath, and then proceed to “blaze” the 
spruce stems for some distance on either 
side of an almost invisible trail, with the 
careless remark thrown in, “Say, Simp- 
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son, if anything happens to me, you’ll find 
the canoe all correc’ by these marks; — 
then strike doo west into the sun to hit 
the home camp agin, see?” 

• It was the most natural thing in the 
world to say, and he said it without any 
noticeable inflexion of the voice, only it 
happened to express the youth’s enlotions 
at the moment with an utterance that was 
symbolic of the situation and of his own 
helplessness as a factor in It. He was alone 
with D6fago in a primitive world: that 
was all. The canoe, another symbol of 
man’s ascendancy, was now to be left be- 
hind. Those small yellow patches, made 
on the trees by the axe, were the only 
Indloatlons of its hiding-place. 

M eanwhile, shouldering the packs be- 
tween them, each man carrying his 
own rifle, they followed the slender trail 
over rocks and fallen trunks and across 
half-frozen swamps; skirting numerous 
lakes that fairly gemmed the forest, their 
borders fringed with mist; and towards 
five o’clock found themselves suddenly on 
the edge of the woods, looking out across 
a large sheet of water in front of them, 
dotted with pine-clad Islands of all de- 
scribable shapes and sizes. 

“Fifty Island Water,” announced D6fago 
wearily, “and the sun jest goin’ to dip his 
bald old head into it!” he added, with un- 
conscious poetry; and immediately they 
set about pitching camp for the night. 

In a very few minutes, under those skill- 
ful hands that never made a movement 
too much or a movement too little, the 
silk tent stood taut and cozy, the beds of 
balsam, boughs ready laid, and a brisk 
cooking-flre burned with the minimum of 
smoke. While the young Scotchman 
cleaned the flsh they had caught trolling 
behind the canoe, D§fago “guessed” he 
would "jest as soon” take a turn through 
the Bush for indications of moose. “May 
come across a trunk where they bin and 
rubbed horns,” he said, as he moved off, 
“or feedln’ on the last of the maple leaves” 
— and he was gone. 

His small flgure melted away like a 
shadow in the dusk, while Simpson noted 
with a kind of admiration how easily the 
forest absorbed him into herself. A few 
steps, and he was no longer visible. 

Yet there was little underbrush here- 
abouts; the trees stood somewhat apart, 
well spaced; and in the clearings grew 
silver-birch and maple, spear-like and^ 
slender, against the immense stems of 
spruce and hemlock. But for occasional 


prostrate monsters, and the boulders of 
grey rock that thiTist uncouth shoulders 
here and there out of the ground, it might 
well have been a bit of park in the Old 
Country. Almost, one might have seen in 
it the hand of man. A little to ttie right, 
however, began the great burnt section, 
miles in extent, proclaiming its real char- 
acter — bruU, as it is called, where the 
fires of the previous year had raged for 
weeks, and the blackened stumps now rose 
gaunt and ugly, bereft of branches, like 
gigantic match-heads stuck into the 
ground, savage and desolate beyond words. 
The perfume of charcoal and rain-soaked 
ashes still hung faintly about it. 

The dusk rapidly deepened; the glades 
grew dark; the crackling of the Are and 
the wash of little waves along the rocky 
lake shore were the only sounds audible. 
The wind had dropped with the sun, and 
in all that vast world of branches nothing 
stirred. Any moment, it seemed, the wood- 
land gods, who are to be worshipped in si- 
lence and loneliness, might sketch their 
mighty and terrific outlines among the 
trees. In front, through doorways pillared 
by huge straight stems, lay the stretch 
of Fifty Island Water, a crescent-shaped 
lake some flfteen miles from tip to tip, and 
perhaps five miles across where they were 
camped. A sky of rose and saffron, more 
clear than any atmosphere Simpson had 
ever known, still dropped its pale stream- 
ing fires across the waves, where the is- 
lands — a hundred, surely, rather than 
fifty — floated like the fairy barques of 
some enchanted fleet. Fringed with pines, 
whose crests fingered most delicately the 
sky, they almost seemed to move upwards 
as the light faded — about to weigh anchor 
and navigate the pathways of the heavens 
Instead of the currents of their native 
and desolate lake. 

And strips of coloured cloud, like flaunt- 
ing peimons, signalled their departure to 
the stars. ... 

The beauty of the scene was strangely 
uplifting. Simpson smoked the flsh and 
burnt his fingers into the bargain in his 
efforts to enjoy it and at the same time 
tend the frying-pan and the fire. Yet, ever 
at the back of his thoughts, lay that other 
aspect of the wilderness: the indifference 
to human life, the merciless spirit of 
desolation which took no note of man. 
The sense of his utter loneliness, now 
that even D^fago had gone, came close as 
he looked about him and listened for the 
sound of his companion’s returning foot- 
steps. 
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There was pleasure in the sensation, yet 
with it a perfectly comprehensible alarm." 
And instinctively the thought stirred in 
him: “What should I — could I, do — ^if any- 
thing happened and he did not come 
back — ?’’ 

They enjoyed their well-earned supper, 
eating untold quantities of fish, and drink- 
ing unmilked tea strong enough to kill 
men who had not covered thirty miles of 
hard “going,” eating little on the way. 
And when it was over, they smoked and 
told stories round the blazing fire, laugh- 
ing, stretching weary limbs, and discuss- 
ing plans for the morrow. D6fago was in 
excellent spirits, though disappointed at 
having no signs of moose to report. But 
it was dark and he had not gone far. The 
brule, too, was bad. His clothes and hands 
were smeared with charcoal. Simpson, 
watching him, realised with renewed vivid- 
ness their position — alone together in the 
wilderness. 

“D^fago,” he said presently, “these 
woods, you know, are a bit too big to feel 
quite at home in — to feel comfortable in, 
I mean! ... Eh?” He merely gave expres- 
sion to the mood of the moment; he was 
hardly prepared for the earnestness, the 
solemnity even, with which the guide took 
him up. 

“You’ve hit it right, Simpson, boss,” he 
replied, fixing his searching brown eyes 
on his face, "and that’s the truth, sure. 
There’s no end to ’em — no end at all.” 
Then he added in a lowered tone as if to 
himself, “There’s lots found out that, and 
gone plumb to pieces!” 

But the man’s gravity of manner was 
not quite to the other’s liking; it was a 
little too suggestive for' this scenery and 
setting; he was sorry he had broached 
the subject. He remembered suddenly how 
his uncle had told him that men were 
sometimes stricken with a strange fever 
of the wilderness, when the seduction of 
the uninhabited wastes caught them so 
fiercely that they went forth, half fas- 
cinated, half deluded, to their death. And 
he had a shrewd idea that his companion 
held something in sympathy with that 
queer type. He led the conversation on to 
other topics, on to Hank and the doctor, 
for instance, and the natural rivalry as to 
which of them should get the first sight of 
moose. 

“If they went doo west,” observed De- 
fago carelessly, “there’s sixty miles be- 
tween us now — with old Punk at half-way 
house eatin’ himself full to bustin’ with 
fish and corfee.” They laughed together 


over the picture. But the casual mention 
of those sixty miles again made Simpson 
realise the prodigious scale of this land 
where they hunted; sixty miles was a mere 
step; two hundred miles little more than 
a step. Stories of lost hunters rose persis- 
tently before his memory. The passion and 
mystery of homeless and wandering men, 
seduced by the beauty of great forests, 
swept his soul in a way too vivid to be quite 
pleasant. He wondered vaguely whether 
it was the mood of his companion that 
invited the unwelcome suggestion with 
such persistence. 

“Sing us a song, Defago, if you’re not 
too tired,” he asked; “one of those old 
voyageur songs you sang the other night.” 
He handed his tobacco pouch to the guide 
and then filled his own pipe, while the 
Canadian, nothing loth, sent his light 
voice across the lake in one of those plain- 
tive, almost melancholy chanties with 
which lumbermen and trappers lessen the 
burden of their labour. There was an ap- 
pealing and romantic flavour about it, 
something that recalled the atmosphere 
of the old pioneer days when Indians and 
wilderness were leagued together, battles 
frequent, and the Old Country farther off 
than it is to-day. The sound travelled 
pleasantly over the water, but the forest 
at their backs seemed to swallow it down 
with a single gulp that permitted neither 
echo nor resonance. 

I T WAS in the middle of the third verse 
that Simpson noticed something un- 
usual — something that brought his 
thoughts back with a rush from far-away 
scenes. A curious change had come into 
the man’s voice. Even before he knew 
what it was, uneasiness caught him, and 
looking up quickly, he saw that D6fago, 
though still singing, was peering about 
him into the Bush, as though he heard or 
saw something. His voice grew 'fainter — 
dropped to a hush — then ceased altogeth- 
er. 'The same instant, with a movement 
amazingly alert, he started to his feet and 
stood upright — sniffing the air. Like a dog 
scenting game, he drew the air into his 
nostrils in short, sharp breaths, turning 
quickly as he did so in all directions, and 
finally “pointing” down the lake shore, 
eastwards. It was a performance unpleas- 
antly suggestive and at the same time 
singularly dramatic. Simpson’s heart flut- 
tered disagreeably as he watched it. 

“Lord, man! How you made me jump!” 
he exclaimed, on his feet beside him the 
same instant, and peering over his shoul- 
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der Into the sea of darkness. “What's up? 
Are you frightened — ?” 

Even before the question was out of his 
mouth he knew it was foolish, for any man 
with a pair of eyes in his head could see 
that the Canadian had turned white down 
to his very gills. Not even sunburn and 
the glare of the fire could hide that. 

The student felt himself trembling a 
little, weakish in the knees. “What’s up?” 
he repeated quickly. “D’you smell moose? 
Or ansrthlng queer, anything — wrong?” 
He lowered his voice instinctively. 

The forest pressed round him with its 
encircling wall; the nearer tree-stems 
gleamed like bronze in the firelight; be- 
yond that — blackness, and, so far as he 
could tell, a silence of death. Just behind 
them a passing puff of ^Tind lifted a single 
leaf, looked at it, then laid it softly down 
again without disturbing the rest of the 
covey. It seemed as if a million invisible 
causes had combined just to produce that 
single visible effect. Other life pulsed 
about them — and was gone. 

D§fago turned abruptly; the livid hue 
of his face had turned to a dirty grey. 

“I never said I heered — or smelt — 
nuthin’,” he said slowly and emphatically, 
in an oddly altered voice that conveyed 
somehow a touch of defiance. "I was only 
— takln' a look round — so to speak. It’s al- 
ways a mistake to be too previous with yer 
questions.” Then he added suddenly with 
obvious effort, in his more natural voice, 
“Have you got the matches, Boss Simp- 
son?” and proceeded to light the pipe he 
had half filled just before he began to 
sing. 

Without speaking -another word they sat 
down again by the fire. Defago changing 
his side so that he could face the direc- 
tion the wind came from. For even a 
tenderfoot could tell that. Defago changed 
his position in order to hear and smell — 
all there was to be heard and smelt. And, 
since he now faced the lake with his back 
to the trees it was evidently nothing in 
the forest that had sent so strange and 
sudden a warning to his marvellously 
trained nerves. 

“Guess now I don’t feel like singing 
any,” he explained presently of his own 
accord. “That song kinder brings back 
memories that’s troublesome to me; I 
never oughter’ve begun it. It sets me on 
t’ imagining things, see?” 

Clearly the man was still fighting with 
some profoundly moving emotion. He 
wished to excuse himself in the eyes of 
the other. But the explanation, in that . 


it was only a part of the truth, was a lie, 
and he knew perfectly well that Simpson 
was not deceived by it. For nothing could 
explain . away the livid terror that had 
dropped over his face while he stood there 
sniffing the air. And nothing — no amount 
of blazing fire, or chatting on ordinary 
subjects — could make that camp exactly 
as it had been before. The shadow of an 
unknown horror, naked if unguessed, that 
had flashed for an instant in the face and 
gestures of the guide, had also communi- 
cated itself, vaguely and therefore more 
potently, to his companion. The guide’s 
visible efforts to dissemble the truth only 
made things worse. Moreover, to add to 
the younger man’s uneasiness, was the dif- 
ficulty, nay, the impossibility he felt of 
asking questions, and also his complete 
ignorance as to the cause. . . . Indians, wild 
animals, forest fires — all these, he knew, 
were wholly out of the question. His 
imagination searched vigorously, but in 
vain. . 

■\7T3T, somehow or other, after another 
i^long spell of smoking, talking and 
roasting themselves before the great fire, 
the shadow that had so suddenly invaded 
their peaceful camp began to lift. Per- 
haps D6fago’s efforts, or the return of his 
quiet and normal attitude acconiplished 
this; perhaps Simpson himself had ex- 
aggerated the affair out of all proportion 
to the truth; or possibly the vigorous air 
of the wilderness brought its own powers 
of healing. Whatever the cause, the feel- 
ing of immediate horror seemed to have 
passed away as mysteriously as it had 
come, for nothing occurred to feed it. 
Simpson began to feel that he had per- 
mitted himself the unreasoning terror of 
a child. He put it down partly to a certain 
subconscious excitement that this wild 
and immense scenery generated in his 
blood, partly to the spell of solitude, and 
partly to over fatigue. The pallor of the 
guide’s face was, of course, uncommonly 
hard to explain, yet it might have been 
due in some way to an effect of firelight, 
or his own imagination. ... He gave it the 
benefit of the doubt; he was Scotch. 

When a somewhat unordinary emotion 
has disappeared, the mind always finds 
a dozen ways of explaining away its 
causes. . . . Simpson lit a vast pipe and 
tried to laugh to himself. On getting 
home to Scotland it would make quite a 
good story. He did not realise that this 
laughter was a sign that terror still lurked 
in the recesses of bis soul^that, in fact, 
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it was merely one of the conventional 
signs by which a man, seriously alarmed, 
tries to persuade himsrif that he is not so. 

Defago, however, heard that low laugh- 
ter and looked up with surprise on his 
face. The two men stood, side by side, 
kicking the embers about before going to 
bed. It was ten o’clock — a late hour for 
hunters to be still awake. 

“What’s ticklin’ yer?” he asked in his 
ordinary tone, yet gravely. 

“I — I was thinking of our little toy 
woods at home, just at that moment,’’ 
stammered Simpson, coming back to what 
really dominated his mind, and startled 
by the question, “and comparing them to 
— to all this,” and he swept his arm round 
to indicate the Bush. 

A pause followed in which neither of 
them said anything. 

“All the same I wouldn’t laugh about it, 
if I was you,” Defago added, looking over 
Simpson’s shoulder into the shadows. 
“There’s places in there nobody won’t 
never see into — nobody knows what lives 
in there either.” 

“Too big — too far off?” The suggestion 
in the guide’s manner was immense and 
horrible. 

Defago nodded. The expression on his 
face was dark. He, too, felt uneasy. The 
younger man understood that in a hinter- 
land of this size there might well be 
depths of wood that would never in the 
life of the world be known or trodden. The 
thought was not exactly the sort he wel- 
comed. In a loud voice, cheerfully, he sug- 
gested that it was time for bed. But the 
guide lingered, tinkering with the fire, ar- 
ranging the stones needlessly, doing a doz- 
en things that did not really need doing. 
Evidently there was something he warjted 
to say, yet found it difficult to “get at.” 

“Say, you. Boss Simpson,” he began sud- 
denly, as the last shower of sparks went 
up into the air, “you don’t — smell nothing, 
do you — nothing pertickler, I mean?” The 
commonplace question, Simpson realised, 
veiled a dreadfully serious thought in his 
mind. A shiver ran down his back. 

“Nothing but this burning wood,” he 
replied firmly, kicking again at the em- 
bers. The sound of his own foot made him 
start. 

“And all the evenin’ you ain’t smelt — 
nothing?” persisted the guide, peering at 
him through the gloom; “nothing ex- 
trordiny, and different to anything else 
yOu ever smelt before?” 

“No, no, man; nothing at all!” he re- 
plied aggressively, half angrily. 


Defago’s face cleared. “That’s good!” 
he exclaimed, with evident relief. “That’s 
good to hear.” 

“Have you?” asked Simpson sharply, 
and the same instant regretted the ques- 
tion. 

The Canadian came closer in the .dark- 
ness. He shook his head. “I guess not,” 
he said, though without overwhelming 
conviction. “It must’ve been jest that song 
of mine that did it. It’s the song they sing 
in lumber-camps and god-forsaken places 
like that, when they’re skeered the Wen- 
digo’s somewheres around, doin’ a bit of 
swift, travellin’ — ” 

“And what’s the Wendigo, pray?” 
Simpson asked quickly, irritated because 
again he could not prevent that sudden 
shiver of the nerves. He knew that he was 
close upon the man’s terror and the cause 
of it. Yet a rushing passionate curiosity 
overcame his better judgment, and his 
fear, 

Defago turned swiftly and looked at him 
as though he were suddenly about to 
shriek. His eyes shone, his mouth was 
wide open. Yet all he said, or whispered 
rather, for his voice sank very low, was: 

"It’s nuthin’ — nuthin’ but what those 
lousy fellers believe when they’ve bin hit- 
tin’ the bottle too long — a sort of great 
animal that lives up yonder,” he jerked 
his head northwards, “quick as lightning 
in its tracks, an’ bigger’n anything else 
in the Bush, an’ ain’t supposed to be very 
good to look at — that’s 'all!” 

“A backwoods’ superstition — ” began 
Simpson, moving hastily towards the tent 
in order to shake off the hand of the guide 
that clutched his arm. “Come, come, 
hurry up for God’s sake, and get the lan- 
tern going! It’s time we were in bed and 
asleep if we’re to be up with the sun to- 
morrow. . . 

The guide was close on his heels. “I’m 
coming,” he answered out of the dark- 
ness, “I’m coming.” And after a slight de- 
lay he appeared with the lantern and 
hung it from- a-nail in the front pole of 
the tent. The shadows of a hundred trees 
shifted their places quickly as he did so, 
and when he stumbled over the rope, div- 
ing swiftly inside, the whole tent trembled 
as though a gust of wind struck it. 

The two men lay down, without un- 
dressing, upon their beds of soft balsam 
boughs, cunningly arranged. Inside, all 
was warm and cosy, but outside the world 
of crowding trees pressed close about 
them, marshalling their million shadows, 
and smothering the little tent that stood 
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there like a wee white shell facing the 
ocean of tremendous forest. 

Between the two lonely figures within, 
however, there pressed another shadow 
that was not a shadow from the night. It 
was the Shadow cast by the strange Fear, 
never wholly exorcised, that had leaped 
suddenly upon Defago in the middle of his 
singing. And Simpson, as he lay there, 
watching the darkness through the open 
flap of the tent, ready to plunge into the 
fragrant abyss of sleep, knew first that 
unique and profound stillness of a pri- 
meval forest when no wind stirs . . . and 
when the night has weight and substance 
that enters into the soul to bind a veil 
about it. Then sleep took him. 

T hus it seemed to him, at least. Yet it 
was true that the lap of the water, just 
beyond the tent door, still beat time with 
his lessening pulses when he realised that 
he was lying with his eyes open and that 
another sound had recently introduced it- 
self. with cunning softness between the 
splash and murmur of the little waves. 

And, long before he understood what this 
sound was, it had stirred in him the cen- 
tres of pity and alarm. He listened intent- 
ly, though at first in vain, for the running 
blood beat all its drums too noisily in his 
ears. Did it come, he wondered, from the 
lake, or from the woods? . . . 

Then, suddenly, with a rush and a flutter 
of the heart, he knew that it was close 
beside him In the tent; and, when he 
turned over for a better hearing, it focused 
itself unmistakably not two feet away. It 
was a sound of weeping: Defago upon his 
bed of branches was sobbing in the dark- 
ness as though his heart would break, the 
blankets evidently stuffed against his 
mouth to stifle it. 

And his first feeling, before he could 
think or reflect, was the rush of a poignant 
and searching tenderness. This intimate, 
human sound, heard amid the desolation 
about them, woke pity. It was so incon- 
gruous, so pitifully incongruous — and so 
vain ! Tears — in this vast and cruel wilder- 
ness; of what avail? He thought of a little 
child crying in mid-Atlantic. . Then, of 
course, with fuller realisation, and the 
memory of what had gone before, came the 
descent of the terror upon him, and his 
blood ran cold. 

“Defago," he whispered quickly, “what’s 
the matter?” He tried to make his voice 
very gentle. “Are you in pain — unhap- 
py—?" There was no reply, but the sounds 


ceased abruptly. He stretched his hand out 
and touched him. The body did not stir. 

“Are you awake?" for it occurred to him 
that the man was crying in his sleep. “Are 
you cold?" He noticed that his feet, which 
were uncovered, projected beyond the 
mouth of the tent. He spread an extra fold 
of his own blankets over them. The guide 
had slipped down in his bed, and the 
branches seemed to have been dragged 
with him. He was afraid to pull the body 
back again, for fear of waking him. 

One or two tentative questions he ven- 
tured softly, but though he waited for sev- 
eral minutes there came no reply, nor any 
sign of movement. Presently he heard his 
regular and quiet breathing, and putting 
his hand again gently on the breast, felt 
the steady rise and fall beneath. 

“Let me know if anything’s wrong," he 
whispered, "or if I can do anything. Wake 
me at once if you feel — queer." 

He hardly knew quite what to say. He 
lay down again, thinking and wondering 
what it all meant. Defago, of course, had 
been crying in his sleep. Some dream or 
other had afflicted him. Yet never in his 
life would he forget that pitiful sound of 
sobbing, and the feeling that the whole 
awful wilderness of woods listened. . 

His own mind busied itself for a long 
time with the recent events, of which this 
took its mysterious place as one, and 
though this reason successfully argued 
away all unwelcome suggestions, a sensa- 
tion of uneasiness remained, resisting ejec- 
tion, very deep-seated — peculiar beyond 
ordinary. 

B ut sleep, in the long run, proves great- 
er than all emotions. His thoughts 
soon wandered again; he lay there, warm 
as a toast, exceedingly weary; the night 
soothed and comforted, blunting the edges 
of memory and alarm. Half an hour later 
he was oblivious of everything in the outer 
world about him. 

Yet sleep, in this case, was his great 
enemy, concealing all approaches, smoth- 
ering the warning of his nerves. 

As, sometimes in a nightmare, events 
crowd upon each other’s heels with a con- 
viction of dreadfullest reality, yet some in- 
consistent detail accuses the whole dis- 
play of incompleteness and disguise, so the 
events that now followed, though they ac- 
tually happened, persuaded the mind 
somehow that the detail which could ex- 
plain them had been overlooked in the 
confusion, and that therefore they were 
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but partly true, the rest delusion. At the 
back of the sleeper’s mind something re- 
mains awake, ready to let slip the judg- 
ment, “All this is not quite real; when you 
wake up you'll understand.” 

And thus, in a way, it was with Simpson. 
The events, not wholly inexplicable or in- 
credible in themselves, yet remain for the 
man who saw and heard them a sequence 
of separate facts of cold horror, because 
the little piece that might have made the 
puzzle clear lay concealed or overlooked. 

So far as he can recall, it was a violent 
movement, running downwards through 
the tent towards the door, that first woke 
him and made him aware that his com- 
panion was sitting bolt upright beside him 
— quivering. Hours must have passed, for 
it was the pale gleam of the dawn that re- 
vealed his outline against the canvas. This 
time the man was not crying; he was 
quaking like a leaf; the trembling he felt 
plainly through the blankets down the en- 
tire length of his own body. Defago had 
huddled down against him for protection, 
shrinking away from something that ap- 
parently concealed itself near the door- 
flaps of the little tent. 

Simpson thereupon called out in a loud 
voice some question or other — in the first 
bewilderment- of waking he does not re- 
member exactly what — and the man made 
no reply. The atmosphere and feeling of 
true nightmare lay horribly about him, 
making movement and speech both diffi- 
cult. At first, indeed, he was not sure 
where he was — whether in one of the ear- 
lier camps, or at home in his bed at Aber- 
deen. The sense of confusion was very 
troubling. 

And next — almost simultaneous with his 
waking, it seemed — the profound stillness 
of the dawn outside was shattered by a 
most uncommon sound. It came without 
warning, or audible approach; and it was 
unspeakably dreadful. It was a voice, 
Simpson declares, possibly a human voice; 
hoarse yet plaintive — a soft, roaring voice 
close outside the tent, overhead rather 
than upon the ground, of immense vol- 
ume, while in some strange way most 
penetratingly and seductively sweet. It 
rang out, too, in three separate and dis- 
tinct notes, or cries, that bore in some odd 
fashion a resemblance, far-fetched yet 
recognisable, to the name of the guide: 
"De — fa — go!” 

The student admits he is unable to de- 
scribe it quite intelligently, for it was un- 
like any sound he had ever heard in his 
life, and combined a blending of such con- 


trary qualities. “A sort of windy, crying 
voice,” he calls it, "as of something lonely 
and untamed, wild and of abominable 
power. , 

And, even before it ceased, dropping 
back into the great gulfs of silence, the 
guide beside him had sprung to his feet 
with an answering though unintelligible 
cry. He blundered against the tent-pole 
with violence, shaking the whole struc- 
ture, spreading his arms out frantically 
for more room, and kicking his legs im- 
petuously free of the clinging blankets. 
For a second, perhaps two, he stood up- 
right by the door, his outline dark against 
the pallor of the dawn; then, with a furi- 
ous, rushing speed, before his companion 
could move a hand to stop him, he shot 
with a plunge through the flaps of canvas 
— and was gone. And as he went — so as- 
tonishingly fast that the voice could actu- 
ally be heard dying in the distance — he 
called aloud in tones of anguished terror 
that at the same time held something 
strangely like the frenzied exultation of 
delight: 

"Oh! oh! My feet of fire! My burning 
feet of fire! Oh! oh! This height and fiery 
speed!” 

And then the distance quickly buried 
it, and the deep silence of very early morn- 
ing descended upon the forest as before. 

I T had all come about with such rapidity 
that, but for the evidence of the empty 
bed beside him, Simpson could almost 
have believed it to have been the memory 
of a nightmare carried over from sleep. 
He still felt the warm pressure of that 
vanished body against his side; there lay 
the twisted blankets in a heap; the very 
tent yet trembled with the vehemence of 
the impetuous departure. The strange 
words rang in his ears, as though he still 
heard them in the distance — wild language 
of a suddenly stricken mind. Moreover, it 
was not only the senses of sight and hear- 
ing that reported uncommon things to his 
brain, for even while the man cried and 
ran, he had become aware that a strange 
perfume, faint yet pungent, pervaded the 
interior of the tent. And it was at this 
point, it seems, brought to himself by the 
consciousness that his nostrils were taking 
this distressing odour down into his 
throat, that he found his courage, sprang 
quickly to his feeWand went out. 

The grey light of dawn that dropped, 
cold and glimmering, betweeii the trees 
revealed the scene tolerably weU. There 
stood the tent behind him. soaked with 



102 


FAMOUS FANTASTIC MYSTERIES 


dew; the dark ashes of the fire, still warm; 
the lake, white beneath a coating of mist, 
the islands rising darkly out of it like ob- 
jects packed in wool; and patches of snow 
beyond among the clearer spaces of the 
Bush — everything cold, still, waiting for 
the sun. But nowhere a sign of the van- 
ished guide — still, doubtless, flying at fran- 
tic speed through the frozen woods. There 
was not even the sound of disappearing 
footsteps, nor the echoes of the dying 
voice. He had gone — utterly. 

There was nothing; nothing but the 
sense of his recent presence, so strongly 
left behind about the camp; and — this 
penetrating, all-pervading odour. 

And even this was now rapidly disap- 
pearing in its turn. .In spite of his exceed- 
ing mental, perturbation, Simpson strug- 
gled hard to detect its nature, and define 
it, but the ascertaining of an elusive scent, 
not recognised subconsciously and at once, 
is a very subtle operation of the mind. And 
he failed. It was gone before he could prop- 
erly seize or name it. Approximate de- 
scription, even, seems to have been diffi- 
cult, for it was unlike any smell he knew. 
Acrid rather, not unlike the odour of a 
lion, he thinks, yet softer and not wholly 
unpleasing, with something almost sweet 
in it that reminded him of the scent of de- 
caying garden leaves, earth, and the 
myriad, nameless perfumes that make up 
the odour of a big forest. Yet the “odour 
of lions” is the phrase with which he 
usually sums it all up. 

Then — it was wholly gone, and he found 
himself standing by the ashes of the fire 
in a state of amazement and stupid terror 
that left him the helpless prey of any- 
thing that chose to happen. Had a musk- 
rat poked its pointed muzzle over a rock, 
or a squirrel scuttled in that instant down 
the bark of a tree, he would most likely 
have collapsed without more ado and 
fainted. For he felt about the whole affair 
the touch somewhere of a great Outer 
Horror — and his scattered powers had not 
as yet had time to collect themselves into 
a definite attitude of fighting self-control. 

Nothing did happen, however. A great 
kiss of wind ran softly through the awak- 
ening forest, and a few maple leaves here 
and there rustled tremblingly to earth. 
The sky seemed to grow suddenly much 
lighter. Simpson felt the cool air upon his 
cheek and uncovered head; realised that 
he was shivering with the cold; and, mak- 
ing a great effort, realised next that he was 
alone in the Bush — and that he was called 
upon to take immediate steps to find and 


succour his poor vanished companion. 

Make an effort, accordingly, he did, 
though an ill-calculated and futile one. 
With that wilderness of trees about him, 
the sheet of water cutting him off behind, 
and the horror of that wild cr-y in his 
blood, he did what any other inexperienced 
man would have done in similar bewil- 
derment: he ran about, without any sense 
of direction, like a frantic child, and called 
loudly without ceasing the name of the 
guide : 

“Defago! Defago! Defago!” he yelled, 
and the trees gave him back the name as 
often as he shouted, only a little softened. 
“Defago! Defago! Defago!” 

He followed the trail that lay for a short 
distance across the patches of snow, and 
then lost it again where the trees grew too 
thickly for snow to lie. He shouted till he 
was hoarse, and till the sound of his own 
voice in all that unanswering and listen- 
ing world began to frighten him. His con- 
fusion increased in direct ratio to the vio- 
lence of his efforts. His distress became 
formidably acute, till at length .,his exer- 
tions defeated their own object, and from 
sheer exhaiistion he headed back to the 
camp again. It remains a wonder that he 
ever found his way. It was with great dif- 
ficulty, and only after numberless false 
clues, that he at last saw the white' tent 
between the trees, and so reached safety. 

Exhaustion then applied its own rem- 
edy, and he grew calmer. He made the 
fire and breakfasted. Hot coffee and bacon 
put a little sense and judgment into him 
again, and he realised that he had been 
behaving like a boy. He now made another, 
and more successful attempt to face the 
situation collectedly, and, a nature natur- 
ally plucky coming to his assistance, he de- 
cided that he must first make as thorough 
a search as possible, failing success in 
which, he must find his way to the home 
camp as best he could and bring help. 

And this was what he did. Taking food, 
matches and rifle with him, and a small 
axe to blaze the trees against his return 
journey, he set forth. It was eight o’clock 
when he started, the sun shining over the 
tops of the trees in a sky without clouds. 
Pinned to a stake by the fire he left a note 
in case Defago returned while he was 
away. 

T his time, according to a careful plan, 
he took a new direction, intending to 
make a wide sweep that must sooner or 
later cut into' indications of the guide’s 
trail; and. before he had gone a quarter 
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The figure came forward spasmodically in the fire’s glare — as if moved by wires 


ot a mile he came across the tracks of a of terror, the amazing language, the grey 
large animal in the snow, and beside it face of horror when his nostrils first 
the light and smaller tracks of what were caught the new odour; that mufBed sob- 
beyond question human feet — the feet of bing in the darkness, and — for this, too, 
Defago. The relief he at once experienced now came back to him dimly — the man’s 
was natural, though brief; for at first sight original aversion for this particular bit of 
he saw in these tracks a simple explana- country. 

tion of the whole matter : these big marks Besides, now that he examined them 
had surely been left by a bull moose that, closer, these were not the tracks of a moose 
wind against it, had blundered upon the at alii Hank had explained to him the 
camp, and uttered its singular cry of outline of a bull’s hoofs, of a cow’s or calf’s, 
warning and alarm the moment its mis- too, for that matter; he had drawn them 
take was apparent. Defago, in whom the clearly on a strip of birch bark. And these 
hunting instinct was developed to the were wholly different. They were big, 
point of uncanny perfection, had scented round, ample, and with no pointed outline 
the brute coming down the wind hours as of sharp hoofs. He wondered for a mo- 
before. His excitement and disappearance ment whether bear-tracks were like that, 
were due, of course, to — to his — There was no other animal he could think 

Then the impossible explanation at of, for caribou did not come so far south 
which he grasped faded, as common sense at this season, and, even if they did, would 
showed him mercilessly that none of this leave hoof-marks. 

was true. No guide, much less a guide They were ominous signs — these mys- 
like Defago, could have acted in so irra- terious writings left in the snow by the 
tional a way, going off even without his unknown creature that had lured a human 
rifle. ! The whole affair demanded a being away from safety — and when he 
far more complicated elucidation, when he coupled them in his imagination with that 
remembered the details of it all — the cry haunting sound that broke the stillness of 
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the dawn, a momentary dizziness shook his 
mind, distressing him again beyond belief. 
He felt the threatening aspect of it all. 
And,' stooping down to examine the marks 
more closely, he caught a faint whiff of 
that sweet yet pungent odour that made 
him instantly straighten up again, fighting 
a sensation almost of nausea. 

Then his memory played him another 
evil trick. He suddenly recalled those un- 
covered feet projecting beyond the edge of 
the tent, and the body’s appearance of 
having been dragged towards the open- 
ing; the man’s shrinking from something 
by the door when he woke later. The de- 
tails now beat against his trembling mind 
with concerted attack. They seemed to 
gather in those deep spaces of the silent 
forest about him, where the host of trees 
stood waiting, listening, watching to see 
what he would do. The woods were closing 
round him. 

With the persistence of true pluck, how- 
ever, Simpson went forward, following the 
tracks as best he could, smothering these 
ugly emotions that sought to weaken his 
will. He blazed innumerable trees as he 
went, ever fearful of being unable to find 
the way back, and calling aloud at inter- 
vals of a few seconds the name of the 
guide. The dull tapping of the axe upon 
the massive trunks, and the unnatural ac- 
cents of his own voice became at length 
sounds that he even dreaded to make, 
dreaded to hear. For they drew attention 
without ceasing to his presence and exact 
whereabouts, and if it were really the case 
that something was hunting himself down 
in the same way that he was hunting 
down another — 

With a strong effort, he crushed the 
thought out the instant it rose. It was the 
beginning, he realised, of a bewilderment 
utterly diabolical in kind that would 
speedily destroy him. 

A lthough the snow was not continu- 
ous, lying merely in shallow flurries 
over the more open spaces, he found no 
difficulty in following the tracks for the 
first few miles. They were straight as a 
ruled line wherever the trees permitted. 
The stride soon began to increase in 
length, till it finally assumed proportions 
that seemed absolutely impossible for any 
ordinary animal to have made. Like huge 
flying leaps they became. One of these he 
measured, and though he knew that 
"stretch” of eighteen feet must be some- 
how wrong, he was at a Complete loss to 
understand why he found no signs on the 


snow between the extreme points. But 
what perplexed him even more, making 
him feel his vision had gone utterly awry, 
was that Defago’s stride increased in the 
same manner, and finally covered the 
same incredible distances. It looked as if 
the great beast had lifted him with it and 
carried him across these astonishing in- 
tervals. Simpson, who was much longer in 
the limb, found that he could not compass 
even half the stretch by taking a running 
jump. 

And the sight of these huge tracks, run- 
ning side by side, silent evidence of a 
dreadful journey in which terror or mad- 
ness had urged to impossible results, was 
profoundly moving. It shocked him in the 
secret depths of his soul. It was the most 
horrible thing his eyes had ever looked 
upon. He began to follow them mechanic- 
ally, absent-mindedly almost, ever peer- 
ing over his shoulder to see if he, too, were 
being followed by something with a gigan- 
tic tread. . . . And soon it came about that 
he no longer quite realised what it was 
they signified — these impressions left upon 
the snow by something nameless and un- 
tamed, always accompanied by the foot- 
marks of the little French Canadian, his 
guide, his comrade, the man who had 
shared his tent a few hours before, chat- 
ting, laughing, even singing by his side. 

F or a man of his years and inexperi- 
ence, only a canny Scot, perhaps, 
grounded in common sense and established 
in logic, could have preserved even that 
measure of balance that this youth some- 
how or other did manage to preserve 
through the whole adventure. Otherwise, 
two things he presently noticed, while 
forging pluckily ahead, must have sent 
him headlong back to the comparative 
safety of his tent, instead of only making 
his hands close more tightly upon the 
rifle-stock, while his heart, trained for the 
Wee Kirk, sent a wordless prayer winging 
its way to heaven. Both tracks, he saw, 
had undergone a change, and this change, 
so far as it concerned the footsteps of the 
man, was in some undecipherable manner 
— appalling. 

It was in the bigger tracks he first no- 
ticed this, and for a long time he could not 
quite believe his eyes. Was it the blown 
leaves that produced odd effects of light 
and shade, or that the dry snow, drifting 
like finely-ground rice about the edges, 
cast shadows and high lights? Or was it 
actually the fact that the great marks 
had become faintly coloured? For round 
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about the deep, plunging holes of the ani- 
mal there now appeared a mysterious, red- 
dish tinge that was more like an effect of 
light than of anything that dyed the sub- 
stance of the snow itself. Every mark had 
it, and had it increasingly — this indistinct 
fiery tinge that painted a new touch of 
ghastliness into the picture. 

But when, wholly unable to explain or 
credit it, he turned his attention to the 
other tracks to discover if they, too, bore' 
similar witness, he noticed that these had 
meanwhile undergone a change that was 
infinitely worse, and charged with far 
more horrible suggestion. For, in the last 
hundred yards or so, he saw that they had 
grown gradually into the semblance of the 
parent tread. Imperceptibly the change 
had 'Come about, yet unmistakably. It was 
hard to see where the change first began. 
The result, however, was beyond question. 
Smaller, neater, more cleanly modelled, 
they formed now an exact and careful du- 
plicate of the larger tracks beside them. 
The feet that produced them had, there- 
fore, also changed. And something in his 
mind reared up with loathing and with 
terror as he saw it. 

Simpson, for the first time, hesitated; 
then, ashamed of his alarm and inde- 
cision, took a few hurried steps ahead; 
the next instant stopped dead in his 
tracks. Immediately in front of him all 
signs of the trail ceased; both tracks came 
to an abrupt end. On all sides, for a hun- 
dred yards and more, he searched in vain 
for the least indication of their continu- 
ance. There was — ^nothing. 

The trees were very thick just there, big 
trees all of them, spruce, cedar, hemlock; 
there was no underbrush. He stood, look- 
ing about him, all distraught; bereft of 
any power of judgment. Then he set to 
work to search again, and again, and yet 
again, but always with the same result: 
nothing. The feet that printed the surface 
of the snow thus far had now, apparently, 
left the ground! 

And it was in that moment of distress 
and confusion that the whip of terror laid 
its most nicely calculated lash about his 
heart. It dropped with deadly effect upon 
the sorest spot of all, completely unnerv- 
ing him. He had been secretly dreading 
all the time that it would come — and come 
it did. 

Far overhead, muted by great height 
and distance, strangely thinned and wail- 
ing, he heard the crying voice of Defago, 
the guide. 

The sound dropped upon him out of that 


still, wintry sky with an effect of dismay 
and terror unsurpassed. The rifle fell to 
his feet. He stood motionless an instant, 
listening as it were with his whole body, 
then staggered back against the nearest 
tree for support, disorganised hopelessly 
in mind and spirit. To him, in that mo- 
ment, it seemed the most shattering and 
dislocating experience he had ever known, 
so that his heart emptied itself of all feel- 
ing whatsover as by a sudden draught, 

"Oh! oh! This fiery height! Oh, my 
feet of fire! My burning feet of fire. . . !’’ 
ran in far, beseeching accents of inde- 
scribable appeal this voice of anguish 
down the sky. Once it called^ — then silence ' 
through all the listening wilderness of 
trees. 

And Simpson, scarcely knowing what he 
did, presently found himself running wild- 
ly to and fro, searching, calling, tripping 
over roots and boulders, and flinging him- 
self in a frenzy of undirected pursuit after 
the Caller. Behind the screen of memory 
and emotion with which experience veils 
events, he plunged, distracted and half- 
deranged, picking up false lights, like a 
ship at sea, terror in his eyes and heart 
and soul. For the Panic of the Wilderness 
had called to him in that far voice — the 
Power of untamed Distance — the Entice- 
ment of the Desolation that destroys. He 
knew in that moment all the pains of 
someone hopelessly and irretrievably lost, 
suffering the lust and travail of a soul in 
the final Loneliness, A vision of Defago, 
eternally hunted, driven and pursued 
across the skiey vastness of those ancient 
forests fled like a flame across the dark 
ruin of his thoughts. . . 

It seemed ages before he could find any- 
thing in the chaos of his disorganised sen- 
sations to which he could anchor himself 
steady for a moment, and think. . . 

The cry was not repeated; his own 
hoarse calling brought no response; the 
inscrutable forces of the Wild had sum- 
moned their victim beyond recall — and 
held him fast. 

ATTIT he searched and called, it seems, 
i- for hours afterwards, for it was late in 
the afternoon when at length he decided 
to abandon a useless pursuit and return to 
his camp on the shores of Fifty Island 
Water. Even then he went with reluctance, 
that crying voice still echoing in his ears. 
With difficulty he found his rifle and the 
homeward trail. The concentration neces- 
sary to follow the badly blazed trees, and 
a biting hunger that gnawed, helped to 
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keep his mind steady. Otherwise, he ad- 
mits, the temporary aberration he had 
suffered might have been prolonged to the 
point of positive disaster. Gradually the 
ballast shifted back again, and he regained 
something that approached his normal 
equilibrium. 

But for all that the journey through the 
gathering dusk was miserably haunted. 
He heard inniimerable following footsteps; 
voices that laughed and whispered; and 
saw figures crouching behind trees and 
boulders, making signs to one another for 
a concerted attack the moment he had 
passed. The creeping murmur of the wind 
'made him start and listen. He went 
stealthily, trying to hide where possible, 
and making as little sound as he could. 
The shadows of the woods, hitherto pro- 
tective or covering merely, had now be- 
come menacing, challenging; and the 
pageantry in his frightened mind masked 
a host of possibilities that were all the 
more ominous for being obscure. The pre- 
sentiment of a nameless doom lurked ill- 
coricealed behind every detail of what had 
happened. 

It was really admirable how he emerged 
victor in the end; men of riper powers and 
experience might have come through the 
ordeal with less success. He had himself 
tolerably well in hand, all things consid- 
ered, and his plan of action proves it. 
Sleep being absolutely out of the question, 
and travelling an unknown trail in the 
darkness equally impracticable, he sat up 
the whole of that night, rifle in hand, be- 
fore a fire he never for a single moment 
allowed to die down. The severity of the 
haunted vigil marked his soul for life; 
but it was successfully accomplished; and 
with the very first signs of dawn he set 
forth upon the long return journey to the 
home-camp to get help. As before, he left 
a written note to explain his absence, and 
to indicate where he had left a plentiful 
cache of food and matches — though he 
had no expectation that any human hands 
would find them! 

How Simpson found his way alone by 
lake and forest might well make a story in 
itself, for to hear him tell it is to know the 
passionate loneliness of soul that a man 
can feel when the Wilderness holds him 
in the hollow of its illimitable hand — and 
laughs. It is also to admire his indomitable 
pluck, 

- He claims no skill, declaring that he fol- 
iowed the almost invisible trail mechanic- 
ally, and without thinking. And this, 
doubtless, is the truth. He relied upon the 


guiding of the unconscious mind, which is 
instinct. Perhaps, too, some sense of 
orientation, known to animals and primi- 
tive men, may have helped as well, for 
through all that tangled region he suc- 
ceeded in reaching the exact spot where 
Defago had hidden the canoe nearly three 
days before with the remark, “Strike doo 
west across the lake into the sim to find 
the camp.” 

There was not much sun left to guide 
him, but he used his compass to the best 
of his ability, embarking in the frail craft 
for the last twelve miles of his journey 
with a sensation of immense relief that 
the forest was at last behind him. And, 
fortunately, the water was calm; he took 
his line across the centre of the lake in- 
stead of coasting round the shores for-an- 
other twenty miles. Fortunately, too, the 
other hunters were back. The light of 
their fires furnished a steering-point 
without which he might have searched 
all night long for the actual position of 
the camp. 

It was close upon midnight ali the same 
when his canoe grated on the sandy cove, 
and Hank, Punk and his uncle, disturbed 
in their sleep by his cries, ran quickly 
down and helped a very exhausted and 
broken specimen of Scotch humanity over 
the rocks towards a dying fire. 

T he sudden entrance of his prosaic 
uncle into this worid of wizardry and 
horror that had haunted him without in- 
terruption now for two days and two 
nights, had the immediate effect of giving 
to the affair an entirely new aspect.' The 
sound of that crisp “Hulloa, my boy! And 
what’s up now?” and the grasp of that dry 
and vigorous hand introduced another 
standard of judgment. A revulsion of feel- 
ing washed through him. He realised that 
he had let himself “go” rather badly. He 
even felt vaguely ashamed of himself. 
The native hard-headedness of his race 
reclaimed him. 

And this doubtless explains why he 
found it so hard to that" group round 
the fire — everything. He told enough, how- 
ever, for the immediate decision to be 
arrived at that a relief party must start 
at the earliest possibie moment, and that 
Simpson, in order to guide it capably, must 
first have food and, above all, sleep. Dr. 
Cathcart observing the lad’s condition 
more shrewdly than his patient knew, gave 
him a very slight injection of morphine. 
For six hours he slept like the dead. 

From the description carefully written 
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out afterwards by this student of divinity, 
it appears that the account he gave to the 
astonished group omitted sundry vital and 
important details. He declares that, with 
his uncle’s wholesome, matter-of-fact 
countenance staring him in the face, he 
simply had not the courage to mention 
them. Thus, all the search-party gathered, 
it would seem, was that Defago had suf- 
fered in the night an acute and inexplica- 
ble attack of mania, had imagined himself 
“called” by someone or something, and had 
plunged into the Bush after it without 
food or rifle, where he must die a horrible 
and lingering death by cold and starvation 
unless he' could be found and rescued in 
time. "In time”, moreover, meant “at 
once”. 

In the course of the following day, how- 
ever — they were off by seven, leaving Punk 
in charge with instructions to have food 
and fire always ready — Simpson found it 
possible to tell his uncle a good deal more 
of the story’s true inwardness, without^ 
divining that it was drawn out of him as 
a matter of fact by a very subtle form of 
cross-examination. By the time they 
reached the beginning of the trail, where 
the canoe was laid up against the return 
journey, he had mentioned how Defago 
spoke vaguely of “something he called a 
‘Wendigo’ how he cried in hs sleep; how 
he imagined an unusual scent about the 
camp; and had betrayed other symptoms 
of mental excitement. He also admitted 
the bewildering effect of “that extraordi- 
nary odour” upon himself, “pungent and 
acrid like the odour of lions”. And by the 
time they were within an easy hour of 
Fifty Island Water he had let slip the 
further fact — a foolish avowal of his own 
hysterical condition, as he felt afterwards 
— that he had heard the vanished guide 
call "for help”. He omitted the singular 
phrases used, for he simply could not 
bring himself to repeat the preposterous 
language. 

Also, while he was describing how the 
man’s footsteps in the snow had gradually 
assumed an exact miniature likeness of 
the animal’s plunging tracks, he left out 
the fact that they measured a wholly in- 
credible distance. It seemed a question, 
nicely balanced between individual pride 
and honesty, what he should reveal and 
what suppress. He mentioned the fiery 
tinge in the snow, for instance, yet shrank 
from telling that body and bed had been 
partly dragged out of the tent. . . 

With the net result that Dr. Cathcart, 
adroit psychologist that he fancied him- 


self to be, had assured him clearly enough 
exactly where his mind, influenced by 
loneliness, bewilderment and terror, had 
yielded to the strain and invited delusion. 
While praising his conduct, he managed at 
the same time to point out where, when, 
and how his mind had gone astray. He 
made his nephew think himself finer than 
he was by judicious praise, yet more fool- 
ish than he was by mimimising the value 
of his evidence. Like many another mate- 
rialist, that is, he lied cleverly on the basis 
of insufficient knowledge, because the 
knowledge supplied seemed to his own 
particular intelligence inadmissible. 

“The spell of these terrible solitudes,” he 
said, “cannot leave any mind untouched, 
any mind, that is, possessed of the higher 
imaginative qualities. It has worked upon 
yours exactly as it worked upon my own 
when I was your age. The animal that 
haunted your little camp was undoubtedly 
a moose, for the ‘belling’ of a moose may 
have, sometimes, a very peculiar quality of 
sound. 

“The coloured appearance of the big 
tracks was obviously a defect of vision in 
your own eyes produced by excitement. 
The size and stretch of the tracks we shall 
prove when we come to them. But the 
hallucination of an audible voice, of course, 
is one of the commonest forms of delusion 
due to mental excitement — an excitement, 
my dear boy, perfectly excusable, and, let 
me add, wonderfully controlled by you un- 
der the circumstances. For the rest, I am 
bound to say, you have acted with a splen- 
did courage, for the terror of feeling one- 
self lost in this wilderness is nothing short 
of awful, and, had I been in your place, I 
don’t for a moment believe I could have 
behaved with one-quarter of your wisdom 
and decision. The only thing I find it un- 
commonly difficult to explain is — that — 
damned odour.” 

“It made me feel sick, I assure you,” de- 
clared his nephew, “positively dizzy!” His 
uncle’s attitude of calm omniscience, mere- 
ly because he knew more psychological 
formulae, made him slightly defiant. It 
was so easy to be wise in the explanation 
of an experience one has not personally 
witnessed. “A kind of desolate and terrible 
odour is the only way I can describe it,” 
he concluded, glancing at the features of 
the quiet, unemotional man beside him. 

“I can only marvel,” was the reply, “that 
under the circumstances it did not seem 
to you even worse.” 1710 dry words, Simp- 
son knew, hovered between the truth, and 
his uncle’s interpretation of “the truth”. 
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A nd so at last they came to the little 
camp and found the tent still stand- 
ing, the remains of the fire, and the piece 
of paper pinned to a stake beside it — un- 
touched. The cache, poorly contrived by 
inexperienced hands, however, had been 
discovered and opened up — by muskrats, 
mink and squirrel. The matches lay scat- 
tered about the opening, but the food had 
been taken to the last crumb. 

“Well, fellers, he ain't here,” exclaimed 
Hank loudly after his fashion, “and that’s 
as sartain as the coal supply down below! 
But whar he’s got to by this time is ’bout 
as onsartain as the trade in crowns in 
t’other place.” The presence of a divinity 
student was no barrier to his language at 
such a time, though for the reader’s sake 
it may be severely edited. “I propose,” he 
added, “that we start out at once an’ hunt 
for’m like hell!” 

The gloom of Defago’s probable fate 
oppressed the whole party with a sense of 
dreadful gravity the moment they saw the 
familiar signs of ^recent occupancy. Espe- 
cially the tent, with the bed of balsam 
branches still smoothed and flattened by 
the pressure of his body, seemed to bring 
his presence near to them. Simpson, feel- 
ing vaguely as if his word were somehow 
at stake, went about explaining particu- 
lars in a hushed tone. He was much calm- 
er now, , though over-wearied with the 
strain of his many journeys. His uncle’s 
method of explaining — “explaining away”, 
rather — the details still fresh in his haunt- 
ed memory helped, too, to put ice upon his 
emotions. 

“And that’s the direction he ran off in,” 
he said to his two companions, pointing in 
the direction where the guide had van- 
ished that morning in the grey dawn. 
“Straight down there he ran like a deer, 
in between the birch and the hemlock. . . .” 

Hank and Dr. Cathcart exchanged 
glances. 

“And it was about two miles down there, 
in a straight line,” continued the other, 
speaking with something of the former 
terror in his voice, “that I followed his 
trail to the place where — it stopped — 
dead!” 


“And where you heered him callin’ an’ 
caught the stench, an’ all the rest of the 
wicked entertainment,” cried Hank, with 
a volubility that betrayed his keen distress. 

“And where your excitement overcame 
you to the point of producing illusions,” 
added Dr. Cathcart under his breath, yet 
not so low that his nephew did not hear it.. 

I T WAS early in the afternoon, for they 
had travelled quickly, and there were 
still a good two hours of daylight left. Dr. 
Cathcart and Hank lost no time in begin- 
ning the search, but Simpson was too ex- 
hausted to accompany them. They would 
follow the blazed marks on the trees, and 
where possible, his footsteps. Meanwhile 
the best thing he could do was to keep a 
good fire going, and rest. 

But after something like three hours’ 
search, the darkness already down, the 
two men returned to camp with nothing to 
report. Fresh snow had covered all signs, 
and though they had followed the blazed 
trees to the spot where Simpson had 
turned back, they had not discovered the 
smallest indications of a human being — 
or, for that matter, of an animal. There 
were no fresh tracks of any kind ; the snow 
lay undisturbed. 

It was difficult to know what was best 
to do, though in reality there was nothing 
more they could do. They might stay and 
search for weeks without much chance of 
success. The fresh snow destroyed their 
only hope, and they gathered round the 
fire for supper, a gloomy and despondent 
party. The facts, indeed, were sad enough, 
for D6fago had a wife at Rat Portage, and 
his earnings were the family’s sole means 
of support. 

Now that the whole truth in all its ugli- 
ness was out, it seemed useless to deal in 
further disguise or pretense. They talked 
openly of the facts and probabilties. It 
was not the first time, even in the experi- 
ence of Dr. Cathcart, that a man had 
yielded to the singular seduction of the 
Solitudes and gone out of his mind; De- 
fago moreover, was predisposed to some- 
thing of the sort, for he already had the 
touch of melancholia in his blood, and his 
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fibre was weakened by bouts of drinking 
that often lasted for weeks at a time. 
Something on this trip — one might never 
know precisely what — had sufficed to push 
him over the line, that was all. And he 
had gone, gone off into the great wilder- 
ness of trees and lakes to die by starva- 
tion and exhaustion. The chances against 
his finding camp again were overwhelm- 
ing; the delirium that was upon him would 
also doubtless have increased, and it was 
quite likely he might do violence to him.- 
self and so hasten his cruel fate. Even 
while they talked, indeed, the end had 
probably come. On the suggestion of Hank, 
his old pal, however, they proposed to wait 
a little longer and devote the whole of the 
following day, from dawn to darkness, to 
the most systematic search they could de- 
vise. They would divide the territory be- 
tween them. They discussed their plan in 
great detail. All that men could do they 
would do. 

And, meanwhile, they talked about the 
particular form in which the ^singular 
Panic of the Wilderness had made its 
attack upon the mind of the unfortunate 
guide. Hank, though familiar with the 
legend in its general outline, obviously did 
not welcome the turn the conversation 
had taken. He contributed little, though 
that little was illuminating. For he ad- 
mitted that a story ran over all this sec- 
tion of country to the effect that several 
Indians had “seen the Wendigo" along the 
shores of Fifty Island Water in the “fall” 
of last year, and this was the true reason 
of Defago's disinclination to hunt there. 
Hank doubtless felt that he had in a sense 
helped his old pal to death by over-per- 
suading him. “When an Indian goes 
crazy,” he explained, talking to himself 
more than to the others, it seemed, “it’s 
always put that he’s ‘seen the Wendigo.’ 
An’ pore old Defaygo was superstitious 
down to his very heels. !” 

And then Simpson, feeling the atmos- 
phere more sympathetic, told over again 
the full story of his astonishing tale; he 
left out no details this time; he mentioned 
his own sensations and gripping fears. He 
only omitted the strange language used. 

“But Defago surely had already told you 
all these details of the Wendigo legend, my 
dear fellow,” insisted the doctor. “I mean, 
he had talked about it, and thus put into 
your mind the ideas which your own ex- 
citement afterwards developed?” 

Whereupon Simpson again repeated the 
facts. Defago, he declared, had barely men- 
tioned the beast. He, Simpson, knew noth- 


ing of the story, and, so far as he remem- 
bered, had never even read about it. Even 
the word was unfamiliar. 

Of course he was telling the truth, and 
Dr. Cathcart was reluctantly compelled to 
admit the singular character of the whole 
affair. He did not do this in words so much 
as in manner, however. He kept his back 
against a good, stout tree; he poked the 
fire into a blaze the moment it showed 
signs of dying down; he was quicker than 
any of them to notice the least sound in 
the night about them — a fish jumping in 
the lake, a twig snapping in the bush, the 
dropping of occasional fragments of frozen 
snow from the branches overhead where 
the heat loosened them. His voice, too, 
chaiiged a little in quality, becoming a 
shade less confident, lower also in tone. 
Fear, to put it plainly, hovered close about 
that little camp, and though all three 
would have been glad to speak of other 
matters, the only thing they seemed able 
to discuss was this — the source of their 
fear. They tried other subjects in vain; 
there was nothing to say about them. 
Hank was the most honest of the group; 
he said next to nothing. He never once, 
however, turned his back to the darkness. 
His face was always to the forest, and 
when wood was needed he didn’t go far- 
^ther than was necessary to get it. 

A WALL of silence wrapped them in, for 
the snow, though not thick, was suffi- 
cient to deaden any noise, and the frost 
held things pretty tight besides. No sound 
but their voices and the soft roar of the 
flames made itself heard. Only, from time 
to time, something soft as the flutter of a 
pine-moth’s wings went past them through 
the air. No one seemed anxious to go to 
bed. The hours slipped towards midnight. 

“The legend is picturesque enough,” ob- 
served the doctor after one of the longer 
pauses, speaking to break it rather than 
because he had anything to say, “for the 
Wendigo is simply the Call of the Wild 
personified, which some natures hear to 
their own destruction.” 

“That’s about it,” Hank said presently. 
“An’ there’s no misunderstandin’ when you 
hear it. It calls you by name right ’nough.” 

Another pause followed. Then Dr. Cath- 
cart came back to the forbidden subject 
with a rush that made the others jump. 

“The allegory is significant,” he re- 
marked, looking about him into the dark- 
ness, “for the Voice, they say, resembles 
all the minor sounds of the Bush — wind, 
falling water, cries of animals, and so 
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forth. And, once' the victim hears that — 
he’s off for good, of course! His most vul- 
nerable points, moreover, are said to be the 
feet and the eyes; the feet, you see, for the 
lust of wandering, and the eyes for the 
lust of beauty. The poor beggar goes at 
such a dreadful speed that he bleeds be- 
neath the eyes, and his feet burn.” 

Dr. Cathcart, as he spoke, continued to 
peer uneasily into the surrounding gloom. 
His voice sank to a hushed tone. 

"The Wendigo,” he added, “is said to 
burn his feet — owing to the friction, 
apparently caused by its tremendous vel- 
ocity — till they drop off, and new ones 
form exactly like its own.” 

Simpson listened in horrified amaze- 
ment; but it was the pallor on Hank’s face 
that fascinated him most. He would will- 
ingly have stopped his ears and closed his 
eyes, had he dared. 

"It don’t always keep to the ground 
neither,” came in Hank’s slow, heavy 
drawl, "for it goes so high that he thinks 
the stars have set him all a-fire. An’ it’ll 
take great thumpin’ jumps sometimes, an’ 
run along the tops of the trees, carrying its 
partner with it, an’ then droppin’ him jest 
as a fish-hawk’ll drop a pickerel to kill it 
before eatin’. An’ its food, of all the muck 
in the whole Bush is — ^moss!” And he 
laughed a short, unnatural laugh. “It’s a 
moss- eater, is the Wendigo,” he added, 
looking up excitedly into the faces of his 
companions, “moss-eater,” he repeated, 
with a string of the most outlandish oaths 
he could invent. 

But Simpson now understood the true 
purpose of all this talk. What those two 
men, each strong and “experienced” in his 
own way, dreaded more than anything else 
was — silence. They were talking against 
time. They were also talking against dark- 
ness, against the invasion of panic, against 
the admission reflection might bring that 
they were in an enemy’s country — against 
anything, in fact, rather than allow their 
inmost thoughts to assume control. He 
himself, already initiated by the awful 
vigil with terror, was beyond both of them 
in this respect. He had reached the stage 
where he was immune. But these two, the 
scoffing, analytical-=doctor,-.vand the'honest;- 
dogged backwoodsman, each sat trembling 
in the depths of his being. 

T hus the hours passed; and thus, with 
lowered voices and a kind of taut inner 
resistance of spirit, this little group of hu- 
manity sat in the jaws of the wilderness 
and talked foolishly of the terrible and 


haunting legend. It was an unequal con- 
test, all things considered, for the wilder- 
ness had already the advantage of first 
attack — and of a hostage. The fate of 
their comrade hung over them with a 
steadily increasing weight of oppression 
that finally became insupportable. 

It was Hank, after a pause longer than 
the preceding ones that no one seemed 
able to break, who first let loose all this 
pent-up emotion in very unexpected fash- 
ion, by springing suddenly to his feet and 
letting out the most ear-shattering yell 
imaginable into the night. He could not 
contain himself any longer, it seemed. To 
make it carry even beyond an ordinary cry 
he interrupted its rhythm by shaking the 
palm of his hand before his mouth. 

“That’s for Defago,” he said, looking 
down at the other two with a queer, de- 
fiant laugh, “for it’s my belief” — the sand- 
wiched oaths may be omitted — “that my 
old partner’s not far from us at this very 
minute.” 

There was a vehemence and reckless- 
ness about his performance that made 
Simpson, too, start to his feet in amaze- 
ment, and betrayed even the doctor into 
letting the pipe slip from between his lips. 
Hank’s face was ghastly, but Cathcart’s 
showed a sudden weakness — a loosening of 
all his faculties, as it were. Then a mo- 
mentary anger blazed into his eyes, and 
he too, though with deliberation born of 
habitual self-control, got upon his feet and 
faced the excited guide. For this was un- 
permissible, foolish, dangerous, and he 
meant to stop it in the bud. 

What might have happened in the next 
minute or two one may speculate about, 
yet never definitely know, for in the in- 
stant of profound silence that followed 
Hank’s roaring voice, and as though in 
answer to it, something went past through 
the darkness of the sky overhead at ter- 
rific speed — something of necessity very 
large, for it displaced much air, while 
down between the trees there fell a faint 
and windy cry of a human voice, calling 
in tones of indescribable anguish and 
appeal : 

“Oh, oh! this fiery height! Oh, oh! My 
feet of. fire L, My. burning feet of fire!” 

White to the very edge of his shirt. 
Hank looked stupidly about him like a 
child. Dr. Cathcart uttered some kind of 
unintelligible cry, turning as he did so with 
an instinctive movement of blind terror 
towards the protection of the tent, then 
halting in the act as though frozen. Simp- 
son, alone of the three, retained his pres- 
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ence of mind a little. His own horror was 
too deep to allow of any immediate re- 
action. He had heard that cry before. 

Turning to his stricken companions, he 
said almost calmly: 

“That’s exactly the cry I heard — the 
very words he used!” 

Then, lifting his face to the sky, he cried 
aloud, “Defago, Defagol Come down here 
to us! Come down — !” 

And before there was. time for anybody 
to take definite action one way or another, 
there came the sound of something drop- 
ping heavily between the trees, striking 
the branches on the way down, and land- 
ing with a dreadful thud upon the frozen 
earth below. The crash and thunder of it 
was really terrific. 

“That’s him, s’help me the good Gawd!” 
came from Hank in a whispering cry half 
choked, his hand going automatically to- 
wards the hunting-knife in his belt. “And 
he’s coming! He’s coming!” he added, with 
an irrational laugh of terror, as the sounds 
of heavy footsteps crunching over the 
snow became distinctly audible, approach- 
ing through the blackness towards the 
circle of light. 

And while the steps, with their stum- 
bling motion, moved nearer and nearer 
upon them, the three men stood round 
that fire, motionless and dumb. Dr. Cath- 
cart had the appearance as of a man sud- 
denly withered: even his eyes did not move. 
Hank, suffering shockingly, seemed on 'the 
verge again of violent action; yet did 
nothing: He, too, was hewn of stone. Like 
stricken children they seemed. The picture 
was hideous. And, meanwhile, their owner 
still invisible, the footsteps came closer, 
crunching the frozen snow. It was endless 
— too prolonged to be quite real — this 
measured and pitiless approach. It was 
accursed. 

T hen at length the darkness, having 
thus laborious conceived, brought forth 
— a figure. It drew forward into the zone 


of uncertain light where fire and shadows 
mingled, not ten feet away; then halted, 
staring at them fixedly. The same instant 
it started forward again with the spas- 
modic motion as of a thing moved by 
wires, and coming up closer to them, full 
into the glare of the fire, they perceived 
then that — it was a man; and apparently 
that this man was — Defago. 

Something like a skin of horror almost 
perceptibly drew down in that moment 
over every face, and three pairs of eyes 
shone through it as though they saw 
across frontiers of normal vision into the 
Unknown. 

Defago advanced, his tread faltering 
and uncertain; he made his way straight 
up to them as a group first, then turned 
sharply and peered close into the face of 
Simpson. The sound of a voice issued from 
his lips: 

“Here I am. Boss Simpson. I heered 
someone calling me.” It was a faint, dried- 
up voice, made wheezy and breathless as 
by immense exertion. “I’m havin’ a reglar 
hell-fire kind of a trip, I am.” And he 
laughed, thrusting his head forward into 
the other’s face. 

But that laugh started the machinery 
of the group of wax-work figures with 
the wax-white skins. Hank immediately 
sprang forward with a stream of oaths so 
far-fetched that Simpson did not recog- 
nize them as English at all, but thought 
he had lapsed into Indian or some other 
lingo. He only realized that Hank’s pres- 
ence, thrust thus between them, was wel- 
come — uncommonly welcome. Dr. Cath- 
cart, though more calmly and leisurely, 
advanced behind him, heavily stumbling. 

Simpson seems hazy as to what was 
actually said' and done in those next few 
seconds, for the eyes of that detestable 
and blasted visage peering at such close 
quarters into his own utterly bewildered 
his senses at first. He merely stood still. 
He said nothing. He had not the trained 
will of the older men that forced them 
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into action in defiance of all emotional 
stress. He watched them moving as be- 
hind a glass that half destroyed their real- 
ity: it was dream-like, perverted. Yet, 
through the torrent of Hank’s meaning- 
less phrases, he remembers hearing his 
uncle’s tone of authority — hard and forced 
— saying several things about food and 
warmth, blankets, whisky and the rest . . 
and, further, that whiffs of that penetrat- 
ing, unaccustomed odour, vile, yet sweetly 
bewildering, assailed his nostrils during all 
that followed. 

It was no less a person than himself, 
however — less experienced and adroit than 
the others though he was — who gave in- 
stinctive utterance to the sentence that 
brought a measure of relief into the ghast- 
ly situation by expressing . the doubt and 
thought in each one’s heart. 

“It is — YOU, isn’t it Defago?’’ he asked 
under his breath, horror breaking his 
speech. 

And at once Cathcart burst out with the 
loud answer before the other had time to 
move his lips. “Of course it is! Of course 
it is! Only — can’t you see — he’s nearly 
dead with exhaustion, cold and terror. 
Isn’t that enough to change a man beyond 
all recognition?” It was said in order to 
convince himself as much as to convince 
the others. The over-emphasis alone 
proved that. And continually, while he 
spoke and acted, he held a handkerchief 
to his nose. That odour pervaded the whole 
camp. 

For the “Defago” who sat huddled by 
the big fire, wrapped in blankets, drinking 
hot whiskey and holding food in wasted 
hands, was no more like the guide they 
had last seen alive than the picture of a 
man of sixty is like a daguerreotype of his 
early youth in the costume of another gen- 
eration. Nothing really can describe that 
ghastly caricature that parody, masque- 
rading there in the firelight as Defago. 
From the ruins of the dark and awful 
memories he still retains, Simpson declares 
that the face was more animal than hu- 
man, the features drawn about into wrong 
proportions, the skin loose and hanging, 
as though he had been subjected to extra- 
ordinary pressures and tensions. It made 
him think vaguely of those bladder-faces 
blown up by the hawkers on Ludgate Hill, 
that change their expression as they swell, 
and as they collapse emit a faint and wail- 
ing imitation of a voice. Both face and 
voice suggested some such abominable re- 
semblance. But Cathcart long afterwards, 
seeking to describe the indescribable, as- 


serts that thus might have looked a face 
and body that had been in air so rarified 
that, the weight of atmosphere being re- 
moved, the entire structure threatened to 
fly asunder and become — incoherent. 

It was Hank, though all distraught and 
shaking with a tearing volume of emotion 
he could neither handle nor understand, 
who brought things to a head without 
much ado. He went off to a little distance 
from the Are, apparently so that the light 
should not dazzle him too much, and shad- 
ing his eyes for a moment with both 
hands, shouted in a loud voice that held 
anger and affection dreadfully mingled: 

“You ain’t D^faygo! You ain’t Defaygo 
at all! I don’t give a — damn, but that 
ain’t you, my ole pal of twenty years!” 
He glared upon the huddled figure as 
though he would destroy him with his 
eyes. “An’ if it is I’ll swab the floor of 
hell with a wad of cotton- wool on a tooth- 
pick, s’help me the good Gawd!” he added, 
with a violent fling of horror and disgust. 

It was impossible to silence him. He 
stood there shouting like one possessed, 
horrible to see, horrible to hear — because 
it was the truth. He repeated himself in 
fifty different ways, each more outlandish 
than the last. The woods rang with echoes. 
At one time it looked as if he meant to 
fling, himself upon “the intruder”, , for his 
hand continually jerked towards the long 
hunting-knife in his belt. 

But in the end he did nothing, and the 
whole tempest completed itself very nearly 
with tears. Hank’s voice suddenly broke, 
he collapsed on the ground, and Cathcart 
somehow or other persuaded him at last 
to go into the tent and lie quiet. The re- 
mainder of the affair, indeed, was wit- 
nessed by him from behind the canvas, 
his white and terrified face peeping 
through the crack of the tent door-flap. 

Then Dr. Cathcart, closely followed by 
his nephew who so far had kept his cour- 
age better than all of them, went up with 
a determined air and stood opposite to the 
figure of Defago huddled over the Are. He 
looked him squarely in the face and spoke. 
At first his voice was firm. 

“Defago, tell us what’s happened — just 
a little, so that we can know how best to 
help you?” he asked in a tone of authority, 
almost of command. And at that point, it 
was command. At once afterwards, how- 
ever, it changed in quality, for the figure 
turned up to him a face so piteous, so ter- 
rible and -so little like humanity, that the 
doctor -Shrank back from him as from 
something spiritually unclean. Simpson 



THE WENDIGO 


113 


watching close behind him says he got the 
Impression of a mask that was on the 
verge of dropping off, and that underneath 
they would discover something black and 
diabolical, revealed in utter nakedness. 
"Out with it, man, out with it!” Cathcart 
cried, terror running neck and neck with 
entreaty. “None of us can stand this much 
longer. . . !” It was the cry of instinct 
over reason. 

And then "Defago”, smiling whitely, an- 
swered in that thin and fading voice that 
already seemed passing over into a sound 
of quite another character — 

“I seen that great Wendigo thing,” he 
whispered, sniffing the air about him ex- 
actly like an animal. "I been with it too — ” 

W HETHER the poor devil would have 
said more, or whether Dr. Cathcart 
would have continued the impossible cross- 
examination cannot be known, for at that 
moment the voice of Hank was heard yell- 
ing at the top of his shout from behind 
the canvas that concealed all but his terri- 
fied eyes. Such a howling was never heard. 

"His feet! Oh, Gawd, his feet! Look at 
his great changed — feet!” 

Defago, shuffling where he sat, had 
moved in such a way that for the first 
time his legs were in full light and his 
feet were visible. Yet Simpson had no 
time, himself, to see properly what Hank 
had seen. And Hank has never seen fit to 
tell. That same instant, with a leap like 
that of a frightened tiger, Cathcart was 
upon him, bundling the folds of blanket 
about his legs with such speed that the 
young student caught little more than a 
passing glimpse of something dark and 
oddly massed where moccasined feet ought 
to have been, and saw even that but with 
uncertain vision. 

Then, before the doctor had time to do 
more, or Simpson time to even think a 
question, much less ask it, Defago was 
standing upright in front of them, balanc- 
ing with pain and difficulty, and upon his 
shapeless and twisted visage an expression 
so dark and so malicious that it was, in 
the true sense, monstrous. . 

“Now you seen it too,” he wheezed, “you 


seen my fiery, burning feet! And now — 
that is, unless you kin save me an’ prevent 
— it’s ’bout time for — ” 

His piteous and beseeching voice was in- 
terrupted by a sound that was like the 
roar of wind coming across the lake. The 
trees overhead shook their tangled branch- 
es. The blazing fire bent its flames as be- 
fore a blast. And something swept with 
a terrific, rushing noise about the little 
camp and seemed to surround it entirely 
in a single moment of time. Defago shook 
the clinging blankets from his body, 
turned towards the woods behind, and 
with the same stumbling motion that had 
brought him — was gone: gone, before any- 
one could move muscle to prevent him, 
gone with an amazing, blundering swift- 
ness that left no time to act. The dark- 
ness positively swallowed him; and less 
than a dozen seconds later, above the roar 
of the swaying trees and the shout of the 
sudden wind, all three men, watching and 
listening with stricken hearts, heard a cry 
that seemed to drop dpwn upon them 
from a great height of sky and distance — 

“Oh, oh! This fiery height! Oh, oh! 
My feet of fire! My burning feet of 
fire. !” then died away, into untold 
space and silence. 

Dr. Cathcart — suddenly master of him- 
self, and therefore of the others — was just 
able to seize Hank violently by the arm as 
he tried to dash headlong into the Bush. 

“But I want ter know — ^you!” shrieked 
the guide. “I want ter see! That ain’t him 
at all, but some — devil that’s shunted into 
his place. !” 

Somehow or other — he admits he never 
quite knew how he accomplished it — he 
managed to keep him in the tent and 
pacify him. The doctor, apparently, liad 
reached the stage where reaction had set 
in and allowed his own innate force to 
conquer. Certainly he “managed” Hank 
admirably. It was his nephew, however, 
hitherto so wonderfully controlled, who 
gave him most cause for anxiety, for the 
cumulative strain had now produced a 
condition of lachrymose hysteria which 
made it necessary to isolate him upon a 
bed of boughs and blankets as far removed 
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from HanH as was possible under the cir- 
cumstances. 

And there he lay, as the watches of that 
haunted night passed over the lonely 
camp, crying startled sentences, and frag- 
ments of sentences, into the folds of his 
blankets. A quantity of gibberish about 
speed and height and fire mingled oddly 
with biblical memories of the class-room. 
“People with broken faces all on fire are 
coming at a most awful, awful, pace 
towards the camp!” he would moan one 
minute; and the next would sit up and 
stare into the woods, intently listening, 
and whisper, “How terrible in the wilder- 
ness are — are the feet of them that — ” un- 
til his uncle came "across to change the 
direction of his thoughts and comfort him. 

The hysteria, fortunately, proved but 
temporary. Sleep cured him, just as it 
cured Hank. 

Till the first signs of daylight came, soon 
after five o’clock. Dr. Cathcart kept his 
vigil. His face was the colour of chalk and 
there were strange flushes beneath the 
eyes. An appalling terror of the soul bat- 
tled with his will all through those silent 
hours. These were some of the outer 
signs. . 

At dawn he lit the fire himself, made 
breakfast, and woke the others, nnd by 
seven they were well on their way back to 
the home camp — three perplexed and af- 
flicted men, but each in his own way hav- 
ing reduced his inner turmoil to a condi- 
tion of more or less systematised order 
again. 

T hey talked little, and then only of the 
most wholesome and common things, 
for their minds were charged with painful 
thoughts that clamoured for explanation, 
though no one dared refer to them. Hank, 
being nearest to primitive conditions, was 
the first to find himself, for he was also 
less complex. In Dr. Cathcart “civilisa- 
tion” championed his forces against an 
attack singular enough. To this day, per- 
haps, he is not quite sure of certain things. 
Anyhow,, he took longer to “find himself.” 

Simpson, the student of divinity, it was 
who arranged his conclusions probably 
with the best, though not most scientific, 
appearance of order. Out there, in the 
heart of unreclaimed wilderness, they had 
surely witnessed something crudely and 
essentially primitive. Something that had 
survived somehow the advance of human- 
ity had emerged terrifically, betraying a 
scale of life still monstrous and immature. 
He envisaged it rather as a glimpse into 


prehistoric ages, when superstitions, gi- 
gantic and uncouth, still oppressed the 
hearts of men; when the forces of nature 
were still untamed, the Powers that may 
have haunted a primeval universe not yet 
withdrawn. To this day he thinks of what 
he termed years later in a sermon “savage 
and formidable Potencies lurking behind 
the souls of men, not evil perhaps in them- 
selves, yet instinctively hostile to human- 
ity as it exists.” 

With his uncle he never discussed the 
matter in detail, for the barrier between 
the two types of mind made it difficult. 
Only once, years later, something led them 
to the frontier of the subject — of a' single 
detail of the subject, rather: 

“Can’t you even tell me what — they were 
like?” he asked; and the reply, though 
conceived in wisdom, was not encouraging, 
“It is far better you should not try to 
know, or to find out.” 

“Well — that odour — ?” persisted the 
nephew. “What do you make of that?” 

Dr. Cathcart looked at him and raised 
his eyebrows. 

“Odours,” he replied, “are not so easy as 
sounds and sights of telepathic communi- 
cation. I make as much, or as little, prob- 
ably, as you do yourself.” 

He was not quite so glib as usual with 
his explanations. That was aU. 

A t the fall of day, cold, exhausted, 
famished, the party came to the end 
of the long portage and dragged them- 
selves into a camp that at first glimpse 
seemed empty. Fire there was none, and 
no Punk came forward to welcome them. 
The emotional capacity of all three was 
too over-spent to recognise either surprise 
or annoyance; but the cry of spontaneous 
affection that burst from the lips of Hank, 
as he rushed ahead of them towards the 
fireplace, came prcbably as a warning that 
the end of the amazing affair was not 
quite yet. And both Cathcart and his 
nephew confessed afterwards that when 
they saw' him kneel down in his excite- 
ment and embrace something that re- 
clined, gently moving, beside the extin- 
guished ashes, they felt in their very bones 
that this “something’!, would, prove -to, be 
Defago — the true Defago returned. 

And so, indeed, it was. 

It is soon told. Exhausted to the point 
of. emaciation, the French Canadian — 
-what was left of him, that is — fumbled 
among the ashes, trying to make a fire. 
His body crouched there, the weak fingers 
obeying feebly the instinctive habit of a 
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lifetime with twigs and matches. But 
there was no longer any mind to direct 
the simple operation. The mind had fled 
beyond recall. And with it, too, had fled 
memory. Not only recent events, but all 
previous life was a blank. 

This time it was the real man, though 
incredibly and horribly shrunken. On his 
face was no expression of any kind what- 
ever — fear, welcome, or recognition. He 
did not seem to know who it was that 
embraced him, or who it was that fed, 
warmed and spoke to him the words of 
comfort and relief. Forlorn and broken 
beyond all reach of human aid, the little 
man did meekly as he was bidden. The 
“something” that had constituted him “in- 
dividual” had vanished for ever. 

In some ways it was more terribly mov-. 
ing than anything they had yet seen — that 
idiot smile as he drew wads of coarse moss 
from his swollen cheeks and told them 
that he was “a damned moss-eater”; the 
continued vomiting of even the simplest 
food; and, worst of all, the piteous and 
childish voice of complaint in which he 
told them that his feet pained him — 
“burn like fire” — which was natural 
enough"when Dr. Cathcart examined them 
and found that both were dreadfully froz- 
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en. Beneath the eyes there were faint in- 
dications of recent bleeding. 

The details of how he survived the pro- 
longed exposure, of where he had been, or 
of how he covered the great distance from 
one camp to the other, including an im- 
mense detour of the lake on foot since he 
had no canoe — all this remains unknown. 
His memory had vanished completely. And 
before the end of the winter whose begin- 
ning witnessed this strange occurrence, 
Defago, bereft of mind, memory and soul, 
had gone with it. He lingered only a few 
weeks. 

And what Punk was able to contribute 
to the story throws no further light upon 
it. 

He was cleaning fish by the lake shore 
about five o’clock in the evening — an hour, 
that is, before the search party returned 
— when he saw this shadow of the guide 
picking its way weakly into camp. In ad- 
vance of him, he declares, came the faint 
whiff of a certain singular odour. 

That same instant bid Punk started for 
home. He covered the entire journey of 
three days as only Indian blood could have 
covered it. The terror of a whole race 
drove him. He knew what it all meant. 
Defago had “seen the Wendigo.” 
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(Continued from page 6) 
lousy adventure stories,” I thought to myself 
without giving it a second glance. Soon after- 
ward, 1 was in a hurry and was desperate for 
some reading matter. It was a little stand and 
the only thing that in the least interested me 
was F.F.M. So I bought a copy. It’s one of the 
best purchases I ever made, for it introduced 
me to hours of the most pleasant reading I’ve 
ever had. 

I merely glanced at the cover. Hm, not bad. 
I looked at the contents page. “The Golden 
City” . . probably adventure, but what’s this 
“Into the Infinite”? Sounds interesting. But 
it was the sight of the Finlay illustration for 
“The Golden City” that really sold me. And 
when I saw “Ship of Ishtar” coming up for 
February, hallelujah! But you know the rest. 
It was not to be. 

All that was just to show you how the pres- 
ent title nearly lost you a reader. Change it to 
something like Famous Fantasy Classics. You 
ought to publish a list of tentative titles and 
let the readers vote on them. 

Enough for the gripes. Wait a minute, I forgot 
about trimmed edges. To the person that 
doesn’t collect magazines, they don’t mean a 
thing. But if you do collect the things, trimmed 
edges are a blessing. I’ve had the latest issue 
of F.F.M. for just about two weeks, but I’ve 
got magazines from almost ten years ago that 
are in better condition. How about it, huh? 

I’m pretty sure that that’s all the gripes. Now 
for things more pleasant to the editor’s eyes. 
You have maintained the best art staff of any 
magazine. Finlay was superb, naturally, Paul 
was fine as long as he stuck to things science- 
fictional. Bok hasn’t really cut loose yet. His 
“King in Yellow” drawings were fine, though. 
I’m waiting for him to make with the fuU page 
drawings. When he really works on a picture, 
it’s a masterpiece. 

Lawrence is a good illustrator, but I wish he 
would get back to that fine shaded style he 
used in Astonishing and Super Science. 

Thanks for printing those stories of Hodg- 
son’s. Some more of his I would like to see in 
FF.M. are: “The Boats of the Glen Carrig,” 
“The House on the Borderland,” "The Night 
Land” and “Carnacki, the Ghost Finder.” May- 
be you could print some individual stories 
from the latter. 

Some Blackwood would be appreciated. 
“The Willows,” “The Wendigp,” “An Episode 
in a Lodging House,” “The Listener,” and some 
stories from “Incredible Adventures.” Maybe 
a tale or two from “John Silence — Physician 
Extraordinary,” too. 

Maybe some of the stories of Montague 
Rhodes James could be obtained. 

And last, but certainly not least, Arthur 
Machen. Some of his I would like you to print 
are: “The Three Impostors,” “The Novel of 
the Black Seal,” “Novel of the White Powder,” 
“The Red Hand,” and “The Shining Pyramid,” 
and “The Great God Pan.” 

(Suggestions by courtesy of Lovecraft’s 
“Supernatural Horror in Literature.”) 

Finally I arrive at the March ’44 issue. I won’t 
try to rank the two stories. I don’t think 1 


could do it fairly until I read “The Man Who 
Was Thursday” at least two or three times. 
It’s a finely written story, and a classic, but 
when you start reading it, you can’t tell where 
the story is leading. When I started, I thought 
I was reading a mystery story. But that end, 
it left me wondering just what had happened. 
But I liked the thing tremendously. 

“The 'Ghost Pirates” was a classic, in my 
opinion. The shadow that himg over the ship, 
the first faint manifestations, and then the in- 
creasing boldness of the creatures of the sea, 
and then the final, overwhelming catastrophe 
gave it atmosphere that is seldom equaled. 
There were innumerable touches that added to 
the atmosphere of the story. The silence that 
surrounded the ship, the disappearing lights, 
the mist, and the ships in the sea were the 
touches of a genius. I sure hope you give us 
some of his other stories, such as the above. 

I think you should devote a full page to next 
month’s story. Give it more space than one of 
the detective story advertisements. That' brings 
up another point. How come detective stories 
continue to be monthlies while our fine literary 
magazine has to be a mere quarterly? I know 
there’s a terrific paper, shortage, but those other 
things seem to keep going same as ever. It’s 
a conspiracy. 

That’s about all for this time, except to offer 
you thanks. Thanks for introducing me to Mer- 
ritt, whose death I deeply mourn along with 
all lovers of fantasy. 'ITianks for the stories 
that have graced your pages throughout 
F.F.M.’s existence. Since I began reading 
F.F.M., I’ve managed to get all but five or six 
issues. Some day I’ll go over the whole bunch 
and make a list of my favorites for my own 
amusement. Thanks for introducing me to 
John 'I'aine. He’s become one of my favorites. 

How about getting someone to foish Mer- 
ritt’s stories? I nominate C. L. Moore, but who- 
ever you get, give them plenty of time. 

I could go on like that indefinitely, but I 
think I’d better bring this to an end. In clos- 
ing, bring back the reprints, go bi-monthly or 
monthly, make with the trimmed edges, and 
change the name. 

A faithful reader, 
Stanley Skihvin. 

Star Route, Licking Pike, 

Newport, Kentucky 

P.S. I need Nov. 12 and Nov. 26, 1938 issues 
of Argosy, containing the 3rd and 5th parts of 
Merritt’s “Ship of Ishtar.” Can anyone help? 

“THURSDAY” INCREDIBLY GOOD 

This cxurrent issue is a knock-out! Handsome 
cover, superb interior art, splendid fiction, a 
long “Reader’s Viewpoint” — ahhh! Lawrence is 
really exceUent; I’ve liked his work since he 
first appeared in Astonishing or Super Science, 
and he has surpassed himself in the March 
issue. I only hope he keeps up this high stand- 
ard — and I do not think he imitates Finlay; 
there is some resemblance, but Lawrence’s 
style’ is quite distinctive. The first drawings 
for both novels are especially handsome (that 
for the Hodgson story suggesting the magni- 
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ficently grisly work of Harry Clarke — have 
you seen his illustrations of Poe and Wilde?).. 
And I notice a curious symbolism in the pic- 
ture of the Professor hobbling through the 
snow:' his shadow is backwards! If you can 
continue to get drawings from Bok I certainly 
will have no complaints on the score of the 
art-work. 

“The Man Who Was Thursday” really isn’t 
fantasy, in the sense in which we fans use the 
word, but it certainly has a fantastic atmos- 
phere and plenty of strangeness — more impor- 
tant, it is so incredibly good I wouldn’t have 
the heart to object to your publishing it even 
if it were less closely allied to the fantasy field. 
I’m not entirely clear yet on just who Sunday 
.was, but as of now I think of him as an em- 
bodiment of Nature, the Cosmos, in its totality, 
partly beneficent and partly inimical. If Ches- 
terton wrote any more stories suitable for 
FJ’.M., let’s have them, by all means. 

I regret to say I do not consider “The Ghost 
Pirates” a truly great story; it simply failed to 
excite me. Still, it was scary and well written, 
with a remarkable atmosphere of reality. 1 
could have dispensed with some of the more 
technical passages, but perhaps they helped 
create atmosphere. The story impressed me 
very favorably, you understand, but not nearly 
so much as the Chesterton novel. I’m still 
anxious to read “The Night Land.” . . . 

Delighted to learn that “The Greatest Adven- 
ture” comes next; I hope you will reprint all 
of Taine’s novels (though perhaps the percent- 
age of- fantasy in “The Gold Tooth” and “The 
I^rple Sapphire” isn’t large enough to justify 
their reprinting, good though they are). 

Anent the recent suggestion that you secure 
the magazine rights to Lovecraft’s “The Dream- 
Quest of Unknown Kadath,” I’d like to say I’ve 
read this novel and believe it belongs in F.F,M. 
It is easily one of H.P.L.’s very finest works, 
and should be made more generally available. 

This issue’s “Reader’s Viewpoint” contains a 
suggestion that you use the fantasies of Arthur 
Machen. I second the motion, most emphatic- 
ally. Also, how about Chambers’ “The Maker 
of Moons”? 

Also in this issue I notice a letter from “Pvc. 
Paul H. Spence.” Dear me. I can \inderstand 
how “Spencer” might look like “Spence” in 
my abominable handwriting, but where on 
earth did you dig up “Pvc”? That’s a rank I 
hadn’t heard about! 

Best wishes for a most prosperous future. 

Prc. Paul H. Spencer. 

FANTASY’S PRIDE— F.F.M. 

The March F.F.M. struck me as being a rath- 
er surprising combination of the very good 
and the very poor. And, strangely enough, the 
two novels placed exactly opposite from what I 
thought they would upon procuring this issue. 

When I read the blurb in the last issue anent 
Chesterton’s “The Man Who Was Thursday,” 
I could not for the life of me figure out why 
such a story had been selected for a magazine 
such as F.F.M. I thought that perhaps Ye 
Editore had made a ghastly mistake. Needless 
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to say, the story renewed the old axiom about 
the editor knowing best. 

I’d be willing to wager a tidy s\im that “The 
Man Who Was Thursday” will evoke quite an 
argument among the readers. Some — ^like my- 
self — are going to praise it to the skies; others 
are going to condemn it as pointless drivel. 

Some few stories — ^Merritt’s “Moon Pool,” 
Burroughs’ first Mars trilogy, Clark Ashton 
Smith’s “Second Internment” — hit the reader 
with a solid impact; stating flatly that here is a 
real classic. Others sort of grow on one; and 
it is to this latter categopr that the Chesterton 
tale belongs. I’ve read it twice already — high 
praise in itself. 

The story is an amazing mixture of dead 
seriousness and mad, incongruous humor — and, 
underlying it all, an elusive something that 
coimts for more than the story itself, beauti- 
fully written as it was. Yes, and who — or what 
— was r unday? Or was he anything? Usually 
an author gives some hint in the story as to a 
person like this, but if Chesterton did so here 
he did it subtly enough to escape detection 
after two careful readings. He mentions Pan 
several times — but, obviously, Sunday is not 
Pan. Nor can he be Satan, it seems to me. 

Early in the story it became clear that the 
council was nothing more nor less than detec- 
tives, and that Svmday and the man in tiie dark 
room were the same. Only one point remained 
to be cleared up: why? Upon- finishing the 
story, it still remains an enigma. The reader 
gets an inkling; nothing more. But enough of 
this-— Chesterton is hereby given an honored 
seat in my Hall of Fame, and three loud, rous- 
ing cheers. 

Lawrence caught the mood of the story beau- 
tifully, I thought, both on the cover — ’tis accu- 
rate, lo and behold! — and on the interior. The 
picture of the old man on Page 33 was es- 
pecially fine. When Lawrence was introduced 
to fantasy some time back, in Super Science 
and Astonishing I knew he would go places — 
and he is — but fast! 

William Hope Hodgson’s ‘"The Ghost Pirates” 
was a terrific flop after “The Derelict.” It was 
incredibly crude in writing, and overall ridicu- 
lous. ’The repeated phrases “My God!” and 
“you know” just about drove me nuts. Nor did 
the asinine mass of sea lingo help the story any 
— such a thing can be overdone. To steal a 
phrase from the author — My God! 

The letter department was excellent as usual, 
and I was especially glad to see the various re- 
quests for some . of Edgar Rice Burroughs’ 
stories — for he holds a sort of special place on 
my list of favorites. Burroughs wrote a great 
many novels, most of which are excellent. But, 
like any human being, he slipped occasionally 
and produced some hack that reeks of medioc- 
rity. The- suggested “Ben, King of Beasts” 
sounds as if it might well be one of his less 
notable efforts. However, titles are often mis- 
leading — “The Monster Men,” for example, is 
a rather crude name, but the story certainly 
was a humdinger. 

Personally, if any of E.R.B.’s work is to be 
presented in F.F.M., I would prefer one of the 
Martian yarns. Almost all of them have ap- 
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peared in magazines, however. I'm not stire 
about “Swords of Mars.” But, at any rate, any- 
thing by Burroughs would be most welcome — 
and get J. Allen St. John to illxistrate it. Ha — 
just call me The Dreamer. . . . 

Other requests: Anything by Merritt, policy 
or no; monthly publication now; Hannes Bok 
on the cover; continued sky-high quality in 
fantasy’s pride and joy. Famous Fantastic 
Mysteries. 

Chad Oliver. 

3956 Lzdgewood, 

Cincinnati, Ohio. 

OBJECTION 

A more, inane, asinine, pointless, disjointed 
unreadable, uninteresting, idiotic story in the 
fantastic field I have never read than “The 
Man Who Was Thursday.” 

I dare say you won’t publish this letter, and 
I can’t say I’ll blame you, but why a magazine 
whose stories are usually good would publish 
such a story, and how G. K. Chesterton could 
write such a one is beyond me. 

To say I was disappointed and disillusioned 
would hardly express my feelings — ^I was flab- 
bergasted that such a downright awful story 
would appear in your magazine. 

My humblest apologies to Mr. Chesterton, 
but my letter was unavoidable. 

I sincerely hope that in the future you will 
not continue such actions. 

In the meantime I remain. 

Wishfully yours, 

Judy Walker. 

Route 12, Box 1160, 

Houston, Texas. 

A. MERRITT^ 

I confess that I cried like a baby when I got 
your confirmation of Merritt’s death. I have 
just been reading over “Dwellers in the Mirage” 
and for the first time I really appreciated it . . . 
perhaps because we never appreciate the source 
of the spring imtil it runs dpr. And suddenly 
I am overwhelmed with grief . . . grief for 
splendid Lur and her creator. But it is selfish 
of us to grieve his pleasure, for let us think of 
him hunting with the shadow pack of white 
Dahut: now he rests awhile with Lur beside the 
lake of ghosts, and the scream of the falcon is 
stilled, the drums are silent there in the Usim- 
hi’yi, darkening land. Or yet in Yu-Atlanchi 
beneath the purple gaze of the serpent woman, 
imder the spell of Adana, (and I have often 
wondered if Merritt did not transplant her bod- 
ily from the myths of India’s past, make her 
the last of the Nagi, the sacred serpent race, 
half-brothers to the gods.) 

And yet again he dwells a space beyond the 
Dragon Glass, and the menace removed, forever 
happy. Yes, in what strange Valhalla that has 
received his splendid pagan spirit, does he 
dwell? Our grief is selfish, we cannot weep for 
him, but for ourselves, for the loss is ours. His 
niche in literature must remain forever empty, 
for who could master the art of writing as 
Merritt mastered it, until one went with him 


into strange lands of make-believe and shared 
his adventvures of the mind? 

Yours in fantasy, 
nanek 

Mrs. Carl Anderson. 

1109 S. 22d Street. 

Milwaitkee, (4) Wise. 

WELCOMING “GREATEST ADVENTURE” 

There are a number of things I want to men- 
tion in this letter, the first being the current 
(March, ’44) issue. I wrote to you some time 
ago, right ^ter reading the announcement of 
the scheduled “The Man Who Was Thursday,” 
and told you it didn’t sound so good. I owe 
your judgement an apology. “T M W W T” is 
truly excellent, a fine fantasy, beautifully writ- 
ten and definitely deserving a place in F.F.M. 

Oddly enough, on the other hand, I was 
somewhat disappointed .in “The Ghost Pirates.” 
It’s nicely written, building up an atmosphere 
of eeriness and suspense, but in the final analy- 
sis, it’s just a short story — a very long — an 
unnecessarily long short story — ^but not a novel 
or novelette in any sense of the word. I hope 
Hodgson’s other books are less drawn out and 
more plotty than this one. . . . This issue, by 
the way, is the first issue which is 100% new 
to me. 

I’m glad to see “The Greatest Adventure” by 
John Taine scheduled for the next issue, even 
though I’ve read it several times. It’s a fine 
fantastic novel, truly one of the best. 

L. A. E. 

WANTS MORE HODGSON 

H’m-m ... I believe I can construct a letter 
of sorts from various parts of the letters ap- 
pearing in the March issue of Famous Fantastic 
Mysteries, 

Ben Indick’s lament on the old guard is 
wrong in one respect. Clark Ashton Smith, 
author of superb fantasy, is still with us. If 
Ben includes a young one like Weinbamn in 
his list of immortals, then I think that the older 
Smith rightfully belongs in the line-up of the 
old guard. I also humbly suggest that Clark 
Ashton Smith complete the three partially writ- 
ten Merrittales, with the possible co-operation 
of August W. Derleth, himself no mean crafts- 
man of fantasy gems. Then Private Paul H. 
Spencer need have no fear of Merritt’s unfin- 
ished legacies being “completed” by some hack. 
Let all of us get behind my suggestion and 
never relax for a moment until it becomes a 
reality. Then our senses will revel in priceless 
Merrittmagic! “When Old Gods Wake,” “White 
Road,” interlocking worlds . . . Ahhh!! 

Ho! Bob Smith! Someone who at last agrees 
with me about Burroughs in F.F.M. 

You dream of an "Argosied” Famous Fan~ 
tastic Mysteries,” Private Paul? The very 
thought of it gives me a nightmare! 

Does John Taine really have several vmpub- 
lished novels, besides his six published ones? 
If so, make him come across! 

C. L. Moore’s “Doorway Into Time” is one of 
the best shorts of all time! Utterly alien in 



THE READERS’ VIEWPOINT 


119 


concept and composition and in viewpoint! 

If Bradbury writes more like “King of the 
Gray Spaces” the fans will have an author they 
can depend on and look forward to. 

The Hodgson stories you’ve printed so far 
whet my appetite for more. Let us have “The 
Night Land,” “The House on the Borderland.” 

None of Tiffany Thayer’s despicable blas- 
phemies in F.F.M. please, Charles Wolfe. 

“Fantasy Classics” is the best new title for 
F.F.M. of those suggested by the readers. 

It’s very interesting to note that almost all 
of the readers differ in rating the various 
tales from “King in Yellow.” I wonder which 
one I’ll choose, if and when I have time to 
read the book, which reposes in my library. 

The new owners of F.F.M. would do well to 
throw their no reprint policy in the wastebasket 
and allow some reprints. Famous books, fa- 
mous reprints, exceptional new stories and 
monthly publication would make F.F.M. a 
“Heaven on Earth”! 

Ben Indick states his viewpoint nicely; I’ll 
put it this way: So many Love, Western and 
Detective magazines are published they make 
the newsstand sag! 

I’m not making a vicious, unwarranted attack 
on the types of magazines mentioned above but 
there’s too many of them and there’s only one 
Famous Fantastic Mysteries, which we should 
have more often. 

J. Wasso Jh. 

119 Jackson Ave. 

Pen Abgyl, Penna. 

HELPFUL CRITICISM 

This is the last letter you’ll read from the 
hand of the great B. Indick, civilian. 

Yep, that erstwhile critic of fantasy and 
staunch supporter of F.F.M. is Army bound. 

Now to get down to business! First of all, I 
am somewhat suspicious of this “Indick Ap- 
proves” stuff as title of my letter in last View- 
points. Do I see a suggestion of sarcasm? I 
may sound like it but I really don’t think I am 
“the great I.” When I make a suggestion or a 
gripe, I mean it^in a helpful sense. I just want 
to keep our mag up there at the top of the field. 

As for the March ’44 issue: 

1. Stories. 

Two book- length novels! In the possible 
words of G. K. Chestrton himself — “Capital! 
Bally, indeed!” 

(a.) “Man Who Was Thursday.” 

—did I say I didn’t want this tale? Gad, 
but I was wrong! It was a honey — fascinating 
throughout . . . full of suspense, mystery, fan- 
tasy, fine writing — everything! I liked the leis- 
urely style in which the story was told. Slowly 
it develops to the reader that all the “anar- 
chists” are reaUy government agents . . . only 
Sunday remains a mystery . there is the de- 
nouement . . no, I cannot comment on this 
story without another reading. But I can praise 
highly the constant suspense, the hectic cross- 
country chase. 

Think what a great motion picture could be 
made from this novel — ^particularly by Alfred 
Hitchcock! 


If you have any more novels like this in your 
bag of possible novels, then kindly pop out with 
’em! 

(b.) “The Ghost Pirates.” 

This novel rounded out the issue very well. 
It was an out-and-out ghost story, something 
very rare in F.F.M. It was quite similar to 
one of Edgar Allan Poe’s tales (I think it was 
“rMSS. Found in a Bottle.”) Nevertheless, I was 
somewhat disappointed in the tale. Perhaps 
because it was “out-and-out” ghost stuff. In 
my humble opinion, it didn’t compare with 
Fisher’s “Ship of Silent Men”; maybe this is 
because a shorter story can pack a greater 
punch. I found that the story did not complete- 
ly engross me — it did not hold one as did the 
Chesterton tale. However, one might say that 
certain parts of the Hodgson story were grip- 
ping. 

As Lovecraft said, “It sometimes reaches en- 
viable peaks of power.” ’The story never lags, 
and I particularly liked the descriptions of the 
ghost ship. Yes, on reconsideration. I’ll say the 
story is quite good! 

Which means that I hope you’ll be able to 
get more Hodgson tales. The story entitled 
“The Night Land” sounds good as described by 
Lovecraft in his “Supernatural Horror in Lit- 
erature,” and “The House on the Borderland” 
is described by HPX. as W.H.H.’s greatest 
story. 

2. Illustrations. 

Terrific ! ! Wonderful! Etc! 

Lawrence really comes into his own in this 
issue; the cover is not only an excellent piece 
of symbolism, but a fine piece of drawing. The 
style is exactly Finlay’s. I really can’t get over 
this cover; it ranks, in my opinion, with Fin- 
lay’s best symbolic cover . . . that for ‘"The 
Elixir of Hate.” It is also incomparably better 
than the ’’caveman” cover on the December 
issue. . Chessboard, pawns — ^ah! What a 
cover! 

And the interior illustrations! Almost with- 
out exception, they are wonderful. The two 
frontispieces, the “evil old man,” and the “ghost 
ship” were the best. Though the latter was 
sketchy, it was darned good. But the “evil old 
man” stole the show for me; the meticulous 
care, the thought behind it — all excellent. And 
the opener for “T M W W T” — or should I say 
“eye-opener”! — well, it was simply great. I 
realize I’m tossing superlatives around, but I 
feel Lawrence really deserves them! 

I won’t comment on the 'Tribute to Merritt, 
as this is not called for. As you indicate, he is 
irreplaceable. His stories can never be forgot- 
ten by the fans. Incidentally, it is a shame 
that all the rest of his stories cannot be pre- 
sented in Famous Fantastic Mysteries because 
his work helped make it a great magazine. 

As for next month’s (ha, ha . . month!) 
story, it sounds entertaining. At any rate, it will 
be interesting as Taine always is. 

And where is the Editor’s page? Gr-r! 

— Letters Dept. — 

Thanks for editing my letter so deftly, but 
in the editing you lost one meaning . , . that 
in the last paragraph; true, I said fantasy was 
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"Lllce a bolt from the heavens, the word iva* 
spoken and from the Reverberations of iti _ 
sacred syllables, came the creation of the 
Univer5e'’~so relates an old, old legend. 
Through the ages men luve searched in vain, 
for this lost Word. In its stead they found 
aryr to a setitt wisdom. They learned how 
to unlock the hidden possibilines slumber, 
ing within everyone . . . startlii^, unused 
powers that make foi a gteaut lire. 

Thit StaUd Book- FREE 
A sealed book by the Rosicrucians, revealir 
the plan whereby vou may obtain this wealth 
of knowledge leading to the gieaiet joys and 
rewards of living. For free copy without ob> 
ligation, write Scribe E.A.G. 
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Sore all over? ^ 

Get Sayman 

Ltlnlment and massage on gently. Starts 
to work yA3T, Helps to loosen “tight” 
muscles. To relieve stiffness, soreness. 
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60 easy to own, you and 
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ily can afford an Indi- 
vidual Pioneer Life In- 
surance Policy I No Red 
Tape — NO MEDICAL EX- 
AMINATION! No agent 
will call. Get compete de- 
tails FREE I Write today. - 
PIONEER LIFE INSURANT COMPANY 
14 51 Plonuer Building • RocMordt Illinois 
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popular long before cut- and- dried science- 
fiction, and that there is not much likelihood 
for more “Blind Spots” to appear . . . but I 
gave a hope that a writer might appear to give 
us a story of this type, combining S-F with fan- 
tasy . writing to make a really beautiful 
adult story. Who can forget the girl of the 
moonbeams . . or the weariness of the “ex- 

plorers of the unknown” (to use a trite phrase) , 
After all, this story is no more dated than one 
fresh off the prolific hands of a hack of today 
. . isn’t there anyone who will take time and 
thought and turn out a new great classic? 
Stanley G. Weinbaum was the last great author 
of S-F who was capable of building a master- 
piece . . his “Dawn of Flame” shows that it 
wasn’t the penny-a-word he was after, but the 
quality. Yes, maybe — maybe there won’t 
be any more “Blind Spots” coming . but we 
can hope! 

Incidentally, don’t neglect “The King in 
Yellow.” 

The black background on the cover looked 
swell! Let’s keep it there. . . . How about some 
more stories by C. L. Moore? The short fan- 
tasy which she gave us in the September issue 
was, after all, a mere indication of her power 
and style. A story by this authoress of the 
length of “The Ghost Pirates” would, I think, 
be excellent. When “Earth’s Last Citadel,” by 
Miss Moore and Mr. Kuttner, appeared in 
Argosy I felt that much of it was similar to the 
■style of Merritt or Hall. How about it . . . can\| 
we get a book from C.L.M.? 

Ben Indick. 

MERRITT THE FINEST 

A friend of mine and I have been partners 
(so to speak) in the realm of fantasy and sci- 
ence-fiction for three years and we would like 
to acquaint you with some of our-views regard- 
ing Famous Fantastic Mysteries, 

Only recently did we begin to read your 
magazine when the December ’42 issue came 
into our hands. Since then we haye been for- 
tunate in securing almost every issue of F.F.M. 
and F.N. Due to these magazines I have come 
to prefer fantasy to science-fiction, and I feel 
that my friend has too. When we read of your 
change in policy we were inclined to be some- 
what infuriated as we had been enjoying those 
Munsey classics. However, “Ark of Fire” 
cooled us off a little, (there was a story) but 
“The Iron Star,” which would have been a top- 
notch story in any other magazine, was only 
average according to the standard of F.F.M., 
and neither of us thought very much of “Three 
Go Back.” We are pretty well agreed, though, 
that “The Derelict” is one of the finest shorty 
stories we ever read. Please keep Hodgson 
coming. And those selections from “The ^ng 
in Yellow” aren’t half bad either. 

We noted with sorrow the death of A. Mer- 
ritt. He was the finest author fantasy has ever 
seen, and his passing closes a great era of fan- 
tasy. 

But the real purpose of this letter is to dis- 
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ciiss the question of reprints: This has become 
by far the most widely talked about in your 
excellent reader’s column. My friend and I wish 
to come out in favor of reprints for the same 
reasons so well expressed by such fans as G. H. 
Laird, E. V. Albright, and C. M. Hinote. But 
we would like to add one or two arguments 
of our own. 

We don’t ask you to give up your new policy 
altogether, but wouldn’t it be possible to com- 
promise, as has already been suggested, and 
have, say, every other issue made up of re- 
prints? 

If you do agree to publish some reprints, 
(happy day) the first I’d like to see would be 
“Ship of Ishtar,” It would take the place of 
that new Merrittale we’ll never get It might 
interest you to know that that story has been 
asked for at least 40 times and the only other 
story near that record is the request for the 
complete “Moon Pool.” 

5ic maximum Merrittes est. 

Yours in fantasy, 

A. E. Metzger. 

1750 Davidson Ave., 

Bronx, 53, New York. 

HODGSON FAN 

While not up to the par of some previous is- 
sues, the March edition was good reading. I 
thoroughly enjoyed the “Ghost Pirates.” H^g- 
son is a master at weaving an eerie atmosphere 
of fear and suspense. It was every bit as good 
as the “Derelict,” which was tops. 

While a very interesting story, I do not be- 
lieve “The Man Who Was Thursday” is the least 
bit a fantastic mystery; rather an excellently 
written classic detective story. A bit too much 
allegory, and far too little fantasy. 

May I make a plea? Please, two or three 
short stories and one long per issue in prefer- 
ence to two novelettes. 

More “King in Yellow.” They are your best. 
Lawrence is okay. He did splendid work this 
issue, but wasn't the gown in the cover draw- 
ing the wrong color? I believe your cover title 
would be more impressive in electric blue and 
white, rather than yellow and red. 

Any chance of your appearing every two 
months? 

Any chance of a Munsey tale or one of Mer- 
ritt’s unfinished ones? 

I believe that Pvt. Berry will find that Nean- 
derthal .and not Cro-Magnon is usually the 
“bestial monstrosity of time travel yarns.” 
Cro-Magnon is considered the direct forerunner 
of homo-sapiens and many people believe the 
Basques are his direct descendants. I’m afraid 
the author of “Three Go Back” placed his 
story too early to coincide with their existence. 

It’s too bad “The Land That Time Forgot” is 
too long to publish. That’s a real fantastic mys- 
tery. 

I don’t anticipate “The Great Adventure,” 
but I’m sure its compeinions will be good. It 
sounds too much like a trite plot weighed down 
with blood and thunder. 



You’ll be surprised at the meanihge of 
some of your friends* names. Have fun^ 
looking them up in “WHAT*S IN A 
NAMEt” — the new cartoon > illustrated 
book that everybody’s talking about. 

The Ethyl Corporation would like tS 
send you this fascinating booklet free be^] 
cause we think it will help you to remen^ 
ber oar name and what it means; 

Send the coupon 
below for free book-] 
let that tells the 
meaning of nearly 
1000 names^ 



"WHAT’S IN A NAME?” 

Dept. PL3, Box 63, New York City. I 

Please send me a free copy ofJ^What's in i 
a Name?” • 

Name , rr rr i — . - . -rvrr ...... 


(pLaASS print) 


Address . 


City & State . 


Paper Fights for Victory! 

Paper was only a curiosity to the men who 
signed the Magna Ghana — but in 1944v it is a 
vital weapon. It is used for canridge cases, to 
wrap iron rations, for hundreds of other mill* 
tary purposes. 

The supply is limited^ and you can help con- 
serve it. Do these things: 

1. Cooperate with the paper drives in your 
city. 

2. Accept purchases unwrapped whenever 
possible. 

3. Don’t waste paper! 
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Don’t' take' dangerous chancesi Wli7 risk 70 Ur 
eavlngs, perliaps your future, when Just a few 
pennies a day pays for real prote ction ? 3-ln>l 
policy pays liberal benefits from FIRST DAY I 
Even covers common sicknesses and ordinary 
accidents. Mo agents, no red tape, no medical 
examination. MalUplan cuts expenses, gives you 
greater Insurance value. Investigate at once. 

Mo obligation. Write for FREE details today. 
GEOBGE ROGERS CLARK CASUALTY COs 
Depta 38-E • RocMord, Ilia 

STAMMER? 

This new 128-psge book, “Stammering. lU Cause and 
Correction." dewrlbes tbe.Bogue Unit Method for scl- 
entlflo correction of etammerlng and etutterlng — sue- 
oesBful for 43 years. 

'Be'nJ. N. Bogue. Dept. 2954, Circle Tower, Indianapolis 4, Ind. 


The Book They’re Talking About" 


ART ANATOMY^' 

OF THE HUMAN FIGURE 




By CHARLES CARLSON 
For the amateur and professional artist. Con- 
tains over 350 . Illustrations, charts and notes. 
String detailed study of every part of the 
body. MALE and FEMALE POSED and IN 
ACTION. 

Prioe Only $1.00 

ENRIGHT CO., DEPT. FM-1, BOX 45 
MORRIS HEIGHTS ST A.. NEW YORK 




Now you can get up to 30% extra gasoline- 
mileage with a Vacu-matic test on your car. 
Quicker pick-up, smoother running, added 
power and precious gasoline savings guaranteed. 

AUTOMATIC SUPERCHARGE PRINCIPLt 

Vacu-matic b entirel y di tlerenl ! Operates on the Supercharge principle. 
Saves gas. Automatically provides a belter gas mixture. Guaranteed to 
give up. to 39% extra gas mileage, more poiver and better performance. 

FITS ALL CARS AGENTS 

Srt!**rS5Si?I'iurAdiii3 Every car, truck, tractor a prospect. Send namcg 
«nd xmM / arfovy- Very addrcss now OR postcard for big money making 
qiilAif lAwiJed hy tnyoiv. offer and hot/, for introducing, you get yours free. 

Vacn.matlo Cn,, 7617« SX4 State SL, Wameatesa 13, Wla. 

122 


The “Reader’s 'Viewpoint” is excellent. 

“Classics of Fautasy” would be an improve- 
ment on your title. 

Keep up the good work. 

Sincerely, 

Fhann. 

c/o F.F.M. 

NEW ZEALAND SPEAKING 

I have not been able to buy F.F.M. since the 
end of 1940, and not lihtil recently have I made 
contacts which enable me to get a stray copy 
now and then. Anyway, I have the December 
’43 issue and have just finished reading it and 
I’m going to tell you what I think about it 
whether you like it or not, 

I’m very sorry about the new policy, al- 
though I realize, of course, that it can’t be 
helped; but surely you could stretch a point 
and print “The Ship of Ishtar”; this, in my 
opinion, is second only to “The Metal Monster” 
among Merritt’s stories, and I am sure there are 
thousands of readers who would welcome this 
story. I suggest, too, that you reprint “Green 
Mansions,” by 'W. H. Hudson; this story speaks 
for itself. 

Your magazine has suffered a great loss now 
that Finlay has gone; 1 hope that you can get 
him back occasionally; Lawrence at his best is 
not a patch on Finlay, who, I am sure,- will be 
sadly missed by everyone; the current cover is 
not bad, but it doesn’t compare very favorably 
with Finlay’s masterpieces, nor is it in any 
way fantastic that I can see; nevertheless, it 
could be a lot worse, and at least it is not 
dazzlingly gaudy like a good many pulp covers 
are. Nor C 2 in Lawrence handle dotwork and 
cross-hatching the same way as Finlay can. 
For this reason the illustration for “King of the 
Gray Spaces” is not so good as it might have 
been. 

I was very pleased with Bok’s artwork for 
“The Mask,” although no artist - will ever be 
equal to Finlay in my estimation; these are 
about the best of Bok’s that I have ever seen, 
although I have seen very little, comparatively, 
of his work; by all means give him plenty to 
do; let him illustrate a novel, but don’t let him 
get lazy as some of his work is a long way 
below his best. I suggest that you have him 
do a nice cut for the contents page, or else use 
a reproduction of the first cover that Finlay 
did for you; I think that this would -be an im- 
provement over the 'lettering that you have at 
present. Please, too, have plenty, of fidl-page 
illustrations. 

Concerning the lettering on the cover: why 
not cut out the spark effect and include more 
of -the cover picture? I think Famous Fantasy 
would be a better title, too, than the present 
one. 

Now, to the stories: I enjoyed “Three Go 
Back” as I read it, but I think it will be quite 
a long time before I feel like reading it again; 
whereas, when I read one of Merritt’s tales I’m 
able to go back to it again and again and get 
the same enjoyment from it at each re-reading; 
this tale lacked those little climaxes, moments 
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of suspense, clashes of personality, wonderful 
half-veiled suggestions which go so much to 
make a story, such as, say “The Conquest of 
the Moon Pool,” so wonderfully and indescrib- 
ably entertaining. 

Even so, this tale was enjoyable and the 
philosophy expressed all through was very 
pleasing indeed; moreover, this is one time- 
traveling story that was convincing, and to me 
it is visually very hard to swallow this type. 
The author seems to have a different slant on 
time-travel, too; at least this tale was out of 
the usual run; refreshing, anyway. Please be 
a little more careful in what you say in the 
“blurb”; the three castaways did not wage a 
fight to get back again; the same with “The 
Derelict.” The Bheotpte was not the living ship. 
Surely there’s no need for errors like this. 

“The Derelict” was all right, but I could tell 
what was going to happen before I had got very 
far into it; rather obvious; the background did 
help, though, just as you mention in your little 
editor’s piece in “The Reader’s Viewpoint.” 

“The Mask” is surprisingly enjoyable for so 
old a story; please have some more of this 
series; I don’t get this “King in Yellow” angle, 
though; perhaps I’d know what he — it? — was 
if I’d read “The Yellow Sign.” 

“King of the Gray Spaces” is very good for 
so short a story; it is sincere, somehow, and 
arouses sympathy; but, please remember that 
your magazine is for fantasy, so don’t have too 
much Science-Fiction, pleeise. 

Quite a few good letters in “The Reader’s 
Viewpoint.” Keep this feature up by all means, 
and be sure to print plenty of letters. 

I hope that you will print this letter, as I’d 
like to have some pen-friends in the States; 
anyone good enough to write a lonely NZ fan 
can be sure of a prompt reply. 

I think I’ve said enough for now. 

Tom G. L. Cockcroft. 

7 Roslyn Rd. 

Napier Rd., 

Napier, H. B. 

New Zealand. 

WANTS F.F.M. MONTHLY 

I read the last two issues of Famous Fantastic 
Mysteries. So this is my first letter to you. 
First, I think you are doing an injustice to the 
readers. Why do you go quarterly? I see no 
adequate reason. Plenty of good mags go 
monthly still. Four issues per year is horrible. 
Every letter I read in your mag tells you to go 
monthly. And yet you do nothing. That’s curi- 
ous. Come one now, have some consideration 
for us fans. Now on to the March issue. “The 
Man Who Was Thursday” was excellent. Can 
you supply us with more of Chesterton? “The 
Ghost Pirates” was all right. I don’t like sea 
stories, though. The art work is grand. Law- 
rence is wonderful. (Yow, what praise! I can’t 
help it anyway.) Bok is sometimes a little “off 
the track” with his charcoal drawings but he’s 
fine. Finlay is excellent too. Alas I don’t think 
we’ll get more of him. Please give us more of 
“The King in Yellow.” And the most impor- 
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The College of Swedish Massage 
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POEMS WANTED 

TO be set to music. Send your song poem today for free examination 
by nationally famous hit composer, who has had over 325 songs pub- 
lished. Our new 6 step plan is most liberal and complete ever 
offered. Write today for free booklet. ........ 

SCREENLANO RECORDERS, Dept P, Hollywood 28, California 


YOU ARE UNDER ARREST ! 


There’s a Thrill in Bringing a Crook 
to Justice Through Scientific 

CRIME DETECTION! 

I have taught thousands this exciting, profitable, 
pleasant profession. Let me teach you. too, in your 
own home. Learn Finger Printing, 

Firearms Identification, Police 
Photography and Secret Service 
Methods thoroughly, oulekly and 

at small cost. 

53% of All 

of Identification employ students or graduates of 
I.A.S. You. too. can fit yourself to All a responsible 
crime detection Job with good pay and steady em- 
ployment. But don’t delay— get the details now. 

Let me show you how easily and completely I can 
prepare you for this fascinating work, during 
spare time, in your own home. You may pay as 
you icom. Write today . . . Now ... Be sure to 
state age 

INSTITUTE OF APPLIED SCIENCE 
1920 Sunnyside Ave., Dept. 7035. Chicago, III, 
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n SPEUS TOPS! 

i%.ction! 

R omance! 

G lorious Adventure! 

O utstandingly different 
S tories and articles by 
^Tour favorite authors! 



The new Argosy is the answer to the dis- 
criminating armchair adventurer’s reading 
problem. Here, for twenty-five cents, the 
world is yours — on a whirlwind fiction 
cruise guided by the leading writers of our 
day. Be sure to get the big April issue 
and read the memorable contributions — 
dramatic, entertaining, significant — by 
•Eleanor Roosevelt, Wythe Williams, Ma- 
jor George Fielding Eliot; .Harold Lamb, 
C. P. Donnel, Jr., James Ramsey Ullman 
and many other distinguished authors. 

April Argosy now on sale 


CRAY HAIR 


VITAMIN 

Na dyaa— No druga — Hair grow out In Natural Color H PAY 

in almost nine out of ten teat caaea juat taking ona H NO 

tablet Calcium Pantothanate Vitamin each day. H MORI 

Why pay 93.50 to 95.00 for the famous “Oray Hair Vitamin” that 
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lO-mg. tablets (100 days’ supply) genuine standard quality C^clim 
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anleed same quality as used In National Tests or money ba^. 

9017 S. MICHIGAN AVE.' 
dept, 1439, CHICAGO, ILL. 
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taut of all, where can you buy- it? I’ve looked 
and looked and walked and walked but to no 
avail. Okay I better sign off now because my 
time is running short. Plezise, don’t forget, go 
monthly again or at least bi-monthly please. 

Herby Bell. 


2195 East 22nd St., 
Brooklyn, New York 


FROM THE NAVY 

This is a note of praise for “The Man Who 
Was Thursday” which rates with me for the 
following recisons: 

1. It was an academic masterpiece from the 
.hterary standpoint. 

2. llie characters were fascinating. 

3. The idea was truly unique. 

4. The story had a depth of philosophy that 
appealed to me — ^for I dearly love a story that 
has more than a glittering surface. 

I’ll wager yoiir sea and ghost story was a 
classic, too, but before I read it I let a fellow 
sailor talk me into lending it to him. Then 
the ornery cuss let someone tear the magazine 
up. Now I must dig up another copy before I 
can let you know what I think of the story. 
Since I’m in the Navy that won’t be easy— 4DUt 
I’ll try to get a copy, and if I do you may be 
certain I’ll express myself concerning it. 

Rosio D. Wright, Ap S. 

HAWKINS FAN 

C 

This is the first time I have written a letter to 
your publication and hope that you will accept 
a few criticisms. 

Of the four issues you have published I think 
Hawkins’ “Ark of Fire” was the best, followed 
by Taine’s “Iron Star,” and “King of the Gray 
Spaces” by Bradbury. Your latest issue was 
inferior to previous issues mainly because of 
its uninteresting novel, “The Man Who Was 
Thursday.” 

I, as many others, am in favor of reprints as 
well as never before published magazine stories. 
Reprints I would be glad to see are Cummings 
“Princess of Light Country,” “Fire Planet,” 
and “Tama, Princess of Mercury.” Also 'Taine’s 
“Before the Dawn” and “Green Fire.” And 
possibly some of Burroughs old short stories 
and Merritt’s “Ship of Ishtar.” 

In answer to one of your readers questions, 
Arkham House Phiblishers’ address is just Sauk 
City, Wisconsin. I can supply your readers 
wi^ Merritt’s “Moon Pool,” “Burn Witch 
Bum” and “Seven Footprints to Satan” in book 
form, the latter two being first editions and 
the former second. I may add that I can also 
supply many SF and Fantasy magazines in- 
cluding F.F.M. and F.N. and many books. 

Frederick I. Ordway. 


MERRITT AND TAINE FAN 

I always read the Readers’ Viewpoint and 
find the letters very interesting, especially be- 
cause so many agree with me about Merritt’s 
works. The most fascinating stories in the world 
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to me. I was very sorry to hear of his^'death. 
There will never be another like him. 

Now I would like to make a complaint about 
the last issue, which I think had the worst 
story yet printed. It just simply had no appeal 
to me whatever. I feel that my twenty-five 
cents would have been wasted if it were not 
for “The Ghost Pirates,” which certainly was a 
weird story. 

Of course everybody doesn’t like the same 
stories, but “The Man Who Was Thursday” was 
very uninteresting, in my opinion. I didn’t 
care much for “Three Go Back,” either. “The 
Iron Star” was good. I liked the characters — 
especially the poor Captain. “The Ark of Fire” 
was good, too. It seems an awfully long time 
to wait for the next issue, but it sounds inter- 
esting. 

I have all the Famous Fantastic Mysteries 
and Fantastic Novels with the exception of the 
ones containing “The Moon Pool,” the second 
part of “The Conquest of the Moon Pool” and 
“Through the Dragon Glass.” 

I can’t understand why you won’t print 
stories that have appeared in magazines before. 
How are we to get “Jason, Son of Jason” or 
“Minos of Sardanes”? 

I have been reading fantastic stories ever 
since I was ten years old, starting in with a 
copy of an old Argosy, containing “The War- 
lord of Mars” by Edgar Rice Burroughs. I wait- 
ed years before I ever got the end of it. My 
favorites of all the fantasties I ever read are 
“The Face in the Abyss” and “The Snake 
Mother,” “Dweller in the Mirage” and “The 
Conquest of the Moon Pool.” I would also like 
to put in a note asking for an issue containing 
these two latter stories. 

I never expect to miss a copy of F.F.M.* so 
long as I have a quarter. 

P. H. Malone. 

R. 1, Box 577 
Eureka, California 

“GHOST PIRATES” PRAISED 

The March issue of F.F.M. was reviewed by 
three fans and myself here in Buffalo and we 
rated the stories as: “The Man Who Was Thurs- 
day” — 7; “The Ghost Pirates” — 8.5. I, myself, 
was a bit disappointed with “T M W W T” as 
the story was more like a detective story, al- 
though I enjoyed Hodgson’s piece. 

I enjoyed Mr. Charles Wolfe’s letter and think 
that you could put out a companion magazine 
with the Munsey classics. 

The illustrations were fine as usual. I hope 
that John Taine novel, coming next issue, will 
be better than his “Iron Star.” 

Again I wish to state that I have complete 
files of F^.M. and F.N. to swap. 

Also I am publishing the newest fanzine out 
—“Microcosmos.” 

Keep up the good work and try to go month- 
ly. How about some hard-to-get stories by 
Ashby, Blackwood and Bierce? 

Claude Held. 

494 Carlton St., 

Buffalo, N. Y, 
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NO MEDICAL EXAMINATION required: 

No red tape! Policy issued BY MAIL at 
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Gas on Stomach 


FAMOUS FANTASTIC MYSTERIES 
F.F.M. RATED HIGH 


Relieved in 5 minutes or 
double your money back 

When excess stomach acid causes painful, suffocating gas, sour 
Btomach and heartburn, doctors usually prescribe the fastest-acting 
medicine known for symptomatic relief — medicines like those In 
Bell-ans Tablets. No lazatlre. Bell-ans brings comfort In a jiffy or 
double your money back on return of bottle to us. 25o everywhere. 


WE LOOM ER ELI EE FROM 

ASTHMATICnm 



> yeai 

pie have relied upon Dr. Guild’s 
GREEN MOUNTAIN ASTH- 
MATIC COMPOUND to get 
welcome relief, from asthmatic 
misery. 24 cigarettes, only 50<. 
Powder, 2S< and $1.00 at nearly 
all drug stores. Write today for 
FREE SAMPLE. The J. H. 
Guild Co., Dept. K-1 , Rupert, 
Vermont. Use only as directed 
on package. 


STOP 

RADIO STATIC 

The AT..Ti WAVE radio filter is guAranteed to help you 
get perfect radio reception. Eliminates all bums, clicks, 
crackles, etc., caused by electrio razors, vacuum clean* 
ers, motors and other electrical appliances. The ALL 
WAVE is a scientific and compact radio filter that can be used on 
any make electric radio. To connect, just put your radio plug thru 
the ALL WAVE'S slotted opening and Into any wall outlet. 15 DAT 
FREE TRIAL. Send C.O,D. for $1.50 plus postage. Cash orders 
sent postpaid. Rush order — supply limited. Vogue Eliminator Co., 
7759 S. Halsted, Dept. AW'I20, Chicago 20, 111. 




for the stubborn, ugly 
embarrassing scaly ahln 
disease Psoriasis. Apply 
oon*stalnlng Oermeil. 

Thousands do for scaly , 
roots on body or scalp. 

Cfrateful users, often after 

S ars of suffering, report 
a scales have gone, tbe 

red patches gradually disappeared ___ ^ __ 

they enjoyed the thrill of a clear ahln again. OermoM la 
used by many doctors and Is backed by a positive agrae* 
ment to give definite benefit in 2 weeks or money is refunded 
without question. Send lOe (stamps or coin) for generous 
trial bottle to make our famous '‘One Spot Test.** Test it 
yourself. Results may surprise you. Write today for your 
test bottle. Caution: Use only as directed. Print name 
plainly. Don*t- delay. Sold by Liggett and Walgreen Drug 
Stores and leading Druggists. LAKE LABORATORIES, Box 
S47. Northwestern Station, Dept. 432, Detroit 4. -Mich. 


While creeping around a second-hand book 
store, I came upon a number of F.F.M. dated 
1940, 41, 42; I was thrilled by the old classics 
such as “Bum, Witch, Bum!” “Creep, Shadow!” 
“The Afterglow,” “Radio Planet and the Ant 
Men.” After finishing off these stories in a few 
hours, I went out bought the December issue of 
your mag. It (the December issue) and the 
March, 1944 were very good, although, the 
story ‘The Man Who Was Thursday” was a 
little mixed up in my mind (I have a mind, you 
know). Your mag rates high with me. 

Ray O’Connor. 


541 Marcy Ave., 
Brooklyn, N. Y. 


TRIBUTE TO MERRITT 


There are no words to use; he meant more 
to some of us than just a man or a writer of 
stories . , A. Merritt filled a need that is present 
in all of us “children who never grow up.” It 
seems, after reading him that he has topped 
some archaic racial memory, and embellished 
it with the glamour, beauty, and power of de- 
scription that only he possessed. His loss is 
pain. Perhaps someone with the ability and in- 
tellect necessary will gather all of his works 
into a suitable anthology; as Derleth so loving- 
ly and magnificently did for H. P. Lovecraft. 
Certainly, you owe it to Merritt and to your 
readers to publish those of his works which 
have not been given us to date. Though the 
loss of the Munsey reprints is a blow to many 
of us, still you are doing an excellent job with 
your new source of material. My small con- 
gratulations! May I second any requests for 
Arthur Machen and Sax Rohmer? And please 
—more C. L. Moore and John Taine! If thi# 
should see print, may I request correspondents? 

Paul Lewis McCleave. 

661 58th St., 

Brooklyn, N. Y. 

ON NEW MERRITT MATERIAL 
This new policy is all right, I guess, but look 
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Just to get acquainted, we will beautifully enlarge yonr favorite snap- 
shot, photo, Kodak picture, print or negative to 6x7 
Inches, if you enclose this ad with a 8c stamp for return 
mailing. Please include color of hair and eyes and get 
our new Bargain Offer giving you yonr choice of handsome 
frames wltb a second enlargement beantlfnlly band tinted 
in natural lifelike colors and sent on approvaL Yonr orig- 
inal returned with yonr enlargement Send today. 

DEAN STUDIOS, Dei>t.T78, 311 W. 7th St, Dot Moines, Iowa 
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at all the good fantasy works it cuts out — for- 
ever (?) — of F.F.M. Couldn’t . you have one 
Munsey reprint every other month? 

Since F.F.M. is a quarterly now (because of 
the war, no doubt) why don’t you have Spring, 
Summer, Autumn, and Winter numbers, in- 
stead of March, etc., which may lead one to be- 
lieve that there were issues in between which 
have been missed? 

Why not call F.F.M. “Classics of Fantasy” as 
suggested by W. A. Carrithers? 

I see no reason to get excited over “Ark of 
Fire.” The plot is so old — “plot B.” 

Bok’s illustrations for “The Mask” were good. 

Why don’t you publish the unfinished Novels 
of Merritt, os they are in a series — I’m sure all 
the Merritt fans would like them that way; 
they’d be unusual, and very interesting. . . . 
Don’t, don’t have them. finished by some other 
author ... it would upset the story, and would 
do no credit to the man who did the work — 
Voterra gained nothing by doing Michelangelo’s 
“Last Judgement” over except the nickname 
“11 Brackettone,” “The Breeches-maker.” But 
do /publish the unpublished works of Merritt; 
please? 

Also, I do think you might lift the ban for 
Merritt, at least. 

Incidentally, if somebody does publish the 
complete Fantasy Works of Merritt, they should 
make it a Memorial Edition. 

I enjoyed “The Mask” very much although 
what die Pallid Mask has to do with the general 
trend of the story, I could not tell. 

Richabd Stockton. 

1600 Camina Sierra, 

Bakersfield, Calif. 

CHESTERTON ABSORBING 

• 

Say, that Lawrence fellow isn’t so bad. His 
Mar^ cover is good, as good as a Finlay cover, 
if that is possible. 

When are we, the readers, going to get some- 
thing by Merritt? It’s been a long time since 
I read anything by him in FP.M. His death 
came as a shock. Who can take his place as 
“Lord of Fantasy”? 

“The Man Who Was Thursday” proved to be 
more than the common detective yarn. Sur- 
prises came so fast that I can’t believe anything 
that happened . . . even now. I’m having trou- 
ble thirling through the ending. I haven’t read 
“The Ghost Pirates”' yet, but it should be 
worthwhile. 

Give us more by Chambers. Let’s have 
F.F.M. more often. 

Bobby Gordon. 

601 Washington St., S. W., 

Atlanta, Georgia 

ASKING FOR MACHEN 

I enjoyed “The Man Who Was Thursday” 
but fail to see why you published it as fantasy. 
“The Ghost Pirates” was every bit as good as I 
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elastic woven garment 1 

"INTERLOCKING HANDS" 
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ot Abdominal Support 
Clasp bands over abdomen, as in picture- 
raise and press gently — notice how much bet- 
ter you feell Sturdy non-stretch fabric is 
BniLT IN with the two-way stretch weave 
of the Commander for EXTRA DOUBLE 
SUPPORT across the abdomen. Instantly the 
Commander flattens your "Corporation" — 
BRACES TOUR BACK— improves your 
posture I 
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Send coupon — wear the Commander TEN 
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Agents 

KUSILVER Silverplating and Poliahlng Liquid. Appl; 
with cloth. SI .00 bottle postpaid. NuSilver, Aurora. 
Illinois. 

Antiques, Relics, etc. 

SELL coins, paper money, stamps, relics to ORLEANS 
.C01NSj_jB14_Royalj_New_Orlean8j_^^ulBianB^^^^____^ 

Business Opportunities ’ 

MAKE MONEY at home by mall. JAMET, Box 1436, 
l£ngj_BcachjCaliforni^________^^_____^__^^_^_^ 

Detective Training 

DETECTIVES^Make Secret Investigat ions . Experience 
unnecessary. Particulars FREE. WAGONER, R>126 West' 

86th. N. Y. 

DETECTIVE TRAINING. Phillips Secret Service. 
1917-D North - Kenneth, Chicago, Illinois. 

' Educational • 

CORRESPONDENCE COURSES and selLinatruction 
books, slightly used. Sold. Rented. Exchanged. All sub* 
'jects. Satisfaction guaranteed. Cash paid for used courses. 
Complete details and 84-page illustrated bargain catalog 
•free. Write Nelson Company, Dept. 218, Chicago. 

PIANISTS ; Quickly improve playing, technlcl sight- 
reading, accuracy, niemorizlng through Mental-Muscular 
Co-ordina'tion. FREE' Booklet. Broadwell Studios, Dept.' 

184-E, Covina, California. 

LEIARN to Analyze Handwriting for profit. Lesson 
FREE. A.I.G.A., Joplin, Missouri. 


For Inventors 

PATENTS SECURED. Low cost. Book and advice 
■ free. L., E. ^Randolph. Dept. 673, Washington. D. C. 

Nurses Training School 

MAKE UP TO $25: — $35 WEEK as a trained practical 
nurse I Learn quickly at home. Booklet Free. Chicago 
School of Nursing, Dept. D-4, Chicago. 

Old Money Wanted 

■WILL PAY $10.00 EACH FOR CERTAIN LINCOLN 
PENNIES! Indianheads $50.00; Dimes $1,000.00. Cata- 
logue 10c. Federal Coin Exchange, 4-PP, Columbus, Ohio, 
WE purchase all Indianhead pennies. Complete cata* 
logue 10c. Waltman, 398 Broadway, New York. 

Patent Attorneys 

INVENTORS — Protect your idea. Secure' “Patent Guide” 
—Free. Write CLARENCE A. O'BRIEN & HARVEY 
JACOBSON. 426-E Adams Building, Washington. D. C. 

Photo Finishing 

ROLLS DEVELOPED — 25c Coin. One Day Service. 
8 Gloss Deckle Edge Prints. CLUB PHOTO SERVICE, 
Dept. 16, La Crosse, Wis. 

Poems — -Songwriters 

SONGWRITERS: Melodies supplied without charge by 
recognized Hollywood composers. Lead sheets and records 
furnished. Cinema Song Company, Box 670A-6, Beverly 

Hills, Calif. 

SONGWRITERS: Send poem for Immediate Examina- 
tion' and FREE Rhyming Dictionary. RICHARD BROTH- 
ERS, 30 Woods Building, Chicago. 

■ SONGWRITERS: PROTECT YOUR IDEAS 1 Hold Your 
Poems. Write: SONG SERVICE, 545 Fifth Avenue, 

New York. 

WE NEED POEMS — Immediate consideration. Unusual 
Opportunity. MASTER MELODY MAKERS, Box 425, 
Hollywood, California. 

POEMS WANTED FOR MUSICAL SETTING, Five 
Star Music Master's, 620 Beacon Building, Boston. 

Salesmen Wanted 

SOMEWHERE THERE. IS A MAN OR WOMAN who 
should add $10 to $15 a week to their present income. 'That 
person may be you. Nearby Rawlelgb Routes available, 
full or part time. Write at once. Rawleigh Co., Dept. E- 
185-PBL, Freeport, 111. 
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FAMOUS FANTASTIC MYSTERIES 

expected. I practically demand more Hdd^’on. 
He ranks high with me and only after two 
stories, “The Derelict” and “The Ghost Pirates.” 

' How about publishing some of Arthur 
Machen’s work, namely “The Great God Pan”? 
IVe always wanted to read it; also “The Novel 
of the Black Seal” by the same author. Machen 
ranks high with me. 

If any fan has extra copies of the F.F,M. 
that contain Francis Stevens' “Claimed” and 
“Citadel of Fear,” I would like to get hold of 
these and any other back copy of F.F.M. and 
F.N. 

Yours in Fantasy, 

Gilbert Marten. 

Box 41, 

Storm Lake, Iowa. 

CAN YOU HELP HIM? 

I have long read your magazine and. enjoyed 
it, having started with “Palos of the Dog Star 
Pack.” 1 have been handicapped by not being 
able to buy your magazine for some months, 
being away from towns very much and so. I 
have decided to get a subscription rather than 
miss any of the great stories that I seem to have 

■ missed. 

I am interested in getting hoW of any issues 
of F.F.M. or F.N. that are available. I had 
never heard of or seen F.N. until I read your 
last issue (March ’44). 

I can’t say how much your two stories ^in the 
last issue appealed to me because there are ho 

■ words to express my feelings. The two ' sea 
stories by William -Hope Hodgson, “The Dere- 

■ lict” and ’“The Ghost Pirates” were excellent, 

' spine chilling fantasies and I found it impos- 
sible to lay the G.P, down until the end. 

Enclosed please find $1.00 for a year’s sub- 
scription. 

David Lawrence. 

1007 Highland Road, 

Charleston, 2, 

West Virginia 

CAN ANYONE TELL HIM? 

I just bought the March issue of F.F.M. and 
got the good news that Taine’s “Greatest Ad- 
venture” will be next. 

That is great!! I sure hope you publish 
Taine’s “Purple Sapphire” and “Gold Tooth.” 
I notice in other letters you get, both of these 
are asked for quite a bit. 

Could you possibly giye me the dates that 
Merritt’s “Woman of the Wood,” “Drone Man” 
and “Rhythm of the Spheres” were published 
and in what magazines. Thank you very -much. 

Anthony Riccardi. 

5718 So. Gramercy Pl., 

Los Angeles 37, Calif. 

LIKED MITCHELL’S STORY 

Since you are no longer publishing reprints, 
and since the Palos trilogy was one of the 
(" Continued on page 130) 
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developments, new industries, new oppor- 
tunities. What will be your role in this 
post-war production? Will you be one of 
the successes — or one of those left on the 
street comer? 

In new industries— plastics, electronics, 
Diesel engines, air conditioning, light 
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are training for them now. 

Many are studying with the famous 
International Correspondence Schools. 
Authoritative, practical I. C. S. Courses 
are written by successful men for the 
ambitious “comers” due to succeed them. 

I. C. S. has trained thousands of lead- 
ers in American industry and business. 


Its 52 years of experience in vocational 
education, its 26 Schools, its more than 
400 courses are at your disposal. 

Pick your place on tomorrow’s stage 
and mark the coupon accordingly. This 
is the day to act. 

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS 


Scranton 9, Penna. 
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Rayon Weaving 
Teitile Designing 
Wooten Mfg. 


BUSINESS AND ACADEMIC COURSES 
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Accounting 

Advertising 
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FAMOUS FANTASTIC MYSTERIES 

(Continued from page 128) 
series that suffered due to your change, I won- 
der if someone could inform me as to where I 
could get hold of a copy of the All-Story 
Weekly Magazine that contained J. U. Giesy’s 
story ‘Jason, Son of Jason.” 

I think that the book “Yezad, a Romance of' 
the Unknown,” by George Babcock would fit 
nicely as a story in your magazine. I don’t 
know how rare it is, but I wager there are few 
readers who have read it. It deals with the 
theory of reincarnation, and, in my opinion, 
handles it very well and very interestingly. If 
you have not read or heard of this book I 
could loan it to the editor, for, unless it is too 
long, I think it would make good reading. 

So far your stories have been very good, and 
I enjoyed “Three Go Back” by Mitchell in the 
December issue. Keep up the good work. 

John O. Preve, Jr. 

East SmE Drive, 

Concord, N. H. 

T M W W T GREAT STORY 

Although I have never read amy of Merritt’s 
works, I can say that if he wrote fantasy as 
well as Weinbaum handled science fiction, he 
deserves all the good things you and the read- 
ers say about him. 

“The Man Who Was Thursday” was a great 
story, hard to understand, but great neverthe- 
less. And it has a subtle sort of humor, to say 
nothing of being ridiculous in spots. It was 
everything C.S.G.’s letter said, and more. But, 
ask him for me, what is the thought behind it? 

I don’t like Hodgson’s two stories in F.F.M. 
Namely “The Derelict” and “Ghost Pirates.” 
They were flat, squashed, something from In- 
ner Sanctum, or Lights-outish. Ghost ships, 
a haunted vessel! Horror tripe, anything you 
want to call it, you may, but, by the shades of 
Jules Verne, don’t call it fantasy! Fantasy is 
not a lot of sea-demon yarns, or haunted house 
stuff, but different literature, like “T M W W T,” 
“Doorway Into Time,” or “The Mask.” 

When I saw the cover, the first thought that 
came to my mind was that I, believe it or not, 
was attacked. A square-bearded guy was limg- 
ing at me with a sword, a red-haired gent in a 
Christopher Columbus costume was about to 
send a smoking bomb over home plate, a blue- 
robed Nostradamus was trying to stop him, 
assisted by what looked like Father Time in a 
Bing Crosbyish cloak. Then off to the left side 
stood a fellow looking like a missionary mak- 
ing faces in an effort to adjust his false teeth. 
In the right center a gent, answering to the de- 
scription of a hermit, was beating on a giant 
hand, with a revolver, in an effort to be free 
himself. And hardly noticeable, in the back- 
^ound, five people — two women, three men — 
cowering from the huge hands. Good! 

E. E. Greenleaf Jr. 
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1303 Mystery St., 
New Orleans, La. 
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